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I 

Impossible people were John Templar and his 
wîfe Joanna: Joanna, whose gentle custom ît was to 
read to hîm every evenîng what în the mornîng she 
had written. She kept a chronîcle of their quiet lîves 
in which she wrote down those things, of no impor- 
tance, that had happened to them. She found it a 
convenîent means by which to convey to him such 
things as she wished him to know. If she talked, he 
slept. If she read, he might perhaps complain that 
she kept him awake : but he listened because there 
was music in her voice. 

At the beginning of the book were written thèse 
words — "John Templar married Joanna Chrystal 
while he was yet an undergraduate at Oxford and 
? she as innocent as he." 

^ At a later date was added, ît must be presumed 

1, by Joanna: "And as deeply leamed one as the other 
în the ways of a world that did not exist outside 
of their own imagîning." 

From collège John and Joanna went out into a 
wider world. 
cS He became curate and she "in charge." While 

curate he became father, not only to his people, but 
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IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

to Faîth — a daughter. And although plainly ex- 
horted to add to his faîth patience, he did not do 
ît — or even a son — and Faith dîed of pneumonia, 
following measles (faîth has dîed of much less). She 
dîed, yet lîved agaîn în the hearts of her împossîble 
parents. And when the wound made by her dyîng 
was so healed that the hands of other chîldren could 
touch it, they adopted another daughter, and they 
called her Hope and gave her charîty — whîch îs 
love. 

As Hope played on the floor, a baby of two, be- 
tween the parents of her adoption, they marvelled 
at her grâce and wondered at the ways of her. And 
she, too, perhaps wondered at thèse strange parents 
of hers, so unlike herself, so unlîke anythîng she 
had ever seen. But then she had not seen much. 
A baby of two lîves among the legs of tables and 
chairs, unless some kind person lifts her. When 
Daddy John lifted Hope her sash went wîth him, 
but she did not, and puzzled he would put the sash 
down again, rearrangîng the bow to the best of 
his ability. He had forgotten how firmly he Jiad 
grasped Faith — how deeply. She had slipped from 
him but once and then in spîte of prayer and sup- 
plication. The force of prayer lies in the prayer, not 
in its answer. 

As Hope grew older she surprîsed Daddy John 
more and more. And people came to him and told 
him how clever his child was: how careful he must 
be to do his duty towards her — more partîcularly 
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that she was not hîs own. Now there was no chîld 
în the world that was not, in a sensé, hîs own. To 
him children were the world's héritage. For anything 
good that he mîght ever hâve done in his life there 
was just the chance of a child's hand in his, and of a 
child saying, "Well done, good and faithful, funny, 
kind man. This, my hand, is yours in confidence 
and as a very great reward." And yet there were 
people who told him he must remember to do his 
duty toyvards Hope. John's duty was summed up 
in love and Joanna's in love: but it was not enough. 
For a plain, backward child it must hâve sufficed. 
There were even found people who would hâve 
taken Hope for little more than the honour of teach- 
îng her, so strongly did they feel their responsibil- 
ity towards the child of another's adoption. They 
were school-mistresses, most of them — mistresses 
of themselves and others — and they looked to the 
honour of their schools and Hope heading the lists. 
But John could pay for the éducation of Hope. 

On adopting her he had insisted that she should 
be dépendent on him, and on him alone. The only 
other persons concerned had made no difficulty if 
it was clearly understood that he could afford to 
pay. There must be no stinting. John could pay. 
He was not without private means. Indeed, he had 
80 much that people wondered he should go into 
the Church, which was plainly instituted to pro- 
vide poor incomes for those who had none. So said 
John's rich relations, for whom he had little use, 
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sînce they gave not even a tîthe of what they had 
to the poor. So Hope, it was decided, must go to 
school, and that was but a beginning. In time there 
would corne the question of s^ finîshing school. John 
must not lose sîght of that. John, looking at the 
chîld at hîs knee, lifted the lîttle hand that rested 
on hîs, and looking found ît finîshed to a wonderful 
degree of perfection. 

'*rm toc old for little pigs stayed at home, 
Daddy John," she said, and from her hand he looked 
at her face — that, too, satisfied him. He glanced 
at his wife and she smiled, wîth Faîth în her eyes, 
so it appeared that she, too, was satisfied with Hope 
as she was — unfinished. John had never known 
any one finished. Even Joanna, he felt, was only 
just begun. 

"Darling Daddy John," wrote Hope from her 
first school, '*I love it and I am going to be a con- 
suming actress its decided beyond Hope." 

From one curacy to another went John, taking 
with him his wife, as impossible as himself : winning 
love wherever they went without gaining distinc- 
tion. But, to show what power may lie behînd smil- 
ing grey eyes, it appeared that in those long ago 
Oxford days John had not been the only man to be 
în love with Joanna. There had been at least one 
other, and that one other had become în course 
of years a man of wealth, possessing among other 
things the gift of livings — good livings — and the 
living of Up and Down he offered to John Templar, 
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whose wife's eyes were as grey as ever they had 
been. It was theîr clear greyness thîs man had 
remembered through the length of years — also the 
honesty that lay în theîr depths and the twînkie in 
them that danced at her bîddîng, and at the bîdding 
of those she lîked. Certaîniy the livîng should be 
hers : she would make ît worth whîle. John acœpted 
the livîng, and he and Joanna became "those im- 
possible people" în an Up and Down world. 

Up and Down is a parish of hill and dale: most of 
the houses lie în the hoUow, sheltered by the hîlls, 
crowned by the church. The vîcarage stands sen- 
tinel to the church and lacks a good water-supply. 
*'The babîes shall not want for theîr baptizing," 
said Joanna, her eyes twînklîng. 

Beyond the village is Up and Down Park, in 
which lived John's patron, Humphrey Norman, 
who, after going to church John's first Sunday, 
blessed his own powers of perception, and the good 
grey eyes of Joanna. There was something about 
thîs queer parson, he told his wife as they walked 
home from church, and Lady Agnes — his wife — 
was ready enough to believe it. She was sure John 
Templar had the gift of healing, although she her- 
self needed not a physician. 

Between his father and mother walked Toby, 
aged seven, deeply interested in the new clergyman. 
''Is a clergyman supposed to be funny?" he asked 
of his mother, and his mother — not very sure — 
said a clergyman might be funny if he lîked. 
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"What's a clergyman's wîfe for — exactly?'* he 
went on. 

*'0h, lots of thîngs. She helps her husband." 

''Whathusband?" 

"The clergyman." 
What to — puddîng? " 
Yes — she helps him to pudding," 

"Two helps?" Toby skipped like a^lamb at the 
thought, and perhaps for the first tîme in his Hfe 
tumed hîs mînd from the driving of engines to the 
shepherding of soûls. 

"I dare say; ît's quîte possible," saîd hîs mother. 

' ' What 's impossible, then ? ' ' 

"My dear Toby, do be quiet!" 

" You said — they — were — impossible — peo- 
ple," persîsted Toby. 

"I am sure your mother did n't say that," said 
Toby's father, knowing, of course, that she had. 
Children always remember what grown-ups say. 

''Yes, she did, twice to Mrs. " 1 

''But, Toby darling," said his mother hurriedly, 
**they are very nice. You must remember that. 
When a new clergyman comes to a parish, he is 
always very nice." 

"Nannie says he always is n't." 

"Besides," saîd hîs mother, "Daddy chose him." 

"Why did Daddy? Did Mr. Templar choose 
Daddy?" 

"Shut up, Toby," said hîs father. 

" Is it a nice thing to be, impossible, Mummy? 
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"Yes, quîte nîce." 



*'Then why are n't you ît?" 

Toby was that kînd of a child. If he were your 
own you would love hîm; but if he were not you 
would n't choose hîm to go on walks wîth, The peo- 
ple of Up and Down were not slow to dîscover Mr. 
Templar queer. They were not sorry to find him 
so, for village lîfe îs duU at times and lacks variety 
of entertaînment. 

One dày — soon after he came — there dîed in 
the village a man most disreputable : the son of a 
mother (the best that could be said of him). 

John's custom it had always been to preach about 
any one who had died in his parish. Up and Down 
found this a pleasing habit. It gave a renewed in- 
terest to life after the flatness that inevitably fol- 
lows a death, The wonder always was how much 
good he had to say of those who had died, and how- 
true that good was — **when you came to think of 
it." Of Ben Barstone there could be nothing good 
to say. The church fiUed to overflowing to hear 
how the Vîcar would get out of it, with the mother 
in mouming by the door. He managed it. Once 
upon a time Ben Barstone had saved a puppy from 
drowning — had thrashed the boys who would hâve 
drowned it, had taken it home and nursed it back 
to worrying, happy ways, and had loved it. 

Well, that was ail. The congrégation admitted 
ît wasn't much; but one woman in mouming at 
the door wept the tears that heal. / 
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*' Joanna, Joanna," said John as they walked home 
together, '*between us we should hâve been able to 
find more." 

''We are not hîs mother/' said Joanna, suiting 
her step to her John's. 

Wîdow Waysey, and a frîend she was vîsîtîng, 
watched the passing of the Vicar and hîs wîfe. They 
stood at the cottage door the better to see. 

**They do seem wonderfui faithfui to each other," 
saîd Wîdow Waysey, and her frîend would hâve 
lîked to say they dîd n't, but hardly dared in face 
of the dîrect evîdence. A moment later Mr. Norman 
and Lady Agnes passed. **They 're dîscussîn' 'em, 
sure," saîd Wîdow Waysey 's frîend. 

"Like as not," agreed Wîdow Waysey. 

They were. Lady Agnes was sayîng: " You chose 
well, my dear; so few clergymen are amusîng and 
there's surely no earthly reason they should n't be. 
They hâve enormous scope — " 

" Yes, I thînk I chose wîsely," saîd Mr. Norman. 
"She was such a fascînatîng lîttle créature when he 
marrîed her." 

"So you always say and you always astonîsh me 
— she 's a dear — quîte a dear — but such a dowdy 
dear." 

"It's her eyes, perhaps — ît's something — un- 
doubtedly somethîng." 

Lady Agnes knew that and the village knew ît. 
Joanna made herself felt. From the very beginnîng 
she counted în the village. ' 
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But she was dîfficult to understand, So are expé- 
ditions to the North Foie to some minds. To others 
they are bracing and stimulating. The man who 
looks to the North Foie for excitement would hâve 
looked over the head of Joanna. To Up and Down 
Joanna was of greater interest than the North Foie, 
being înfinitely more accessible, So much for a point 
of view, so little for a point of the compass. 

There were those in the village who were quick 
to judge her good without being strictly religions, 
a State of mind generally approved, The two old 
women fell to discussing that after the fôrtunate 
passing of the Vicar and Joanna. 

"She owned to havin' lost her Faith," said 
the widow's friend. 

'*But she meant the child that died," protested 
the widow. 

''That'sasmay be.'* 

^'Well, îtis." 

But the old woman, whose son in America had 
failed to remit her her monthly allowance, chose to 
believe Mrs. Templar had lost her faith. It made 
her seem nearer — more understanding — under- 
standable and neighbourly. '*It's downright obsti- 
nate some people are," she said, "who cling when 
there 's nothing to cling to — just dogged obstinacy, 
that 's what it is — Unless the postman took it, 
and he would n't — knowin' me in need!" 

"Faith,'* said Widow Waysey, whose son never 
sent her anything, wherefore she was never disap- 
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pointed, '*if youVe once got ît you can't lose ît — 
ît grîps you tîght — not you it — It's only those 
that thought they had ît that can go losing ît. There 
'd be happîer wicked men in the world if they 'd 
really lost it; but it tugs and tugs, just as it is tug- 
ging now at that postman of yours — he won't enjoy 
your money, not he — nor the good béer it buys — 
nor those drives he 's a-goin' with his f amily on Sun- 
days, a treat to ail except the pony; if he'd lost 
faith, as you hâve, he'd be a happier man. It seems 
good money wasted, though, don't it?" She was 
out of the cottage by now and retumed to say, '* If 
I hâve anything to say about Mrs. Templar, — it's 
about her hat I would be speakin', — it's lost faith 
in itself, it has — it wants perkin' up a bit — " And 
down the village she went and on her way met the 
postman. 

** 'Mericky?" she asked, making agesture, which, 
embracing the whole country-side, included the 
cottage of the faithless old woman. 

**Um," said the postman, who liked not women, 
young or old. From postcards alone he had tried to 
read their characters, and had found them illegible. 

Widow Waysey went on her way chuckling. ** That 
h^t — why, it's ready for a jumbly now — Faith? 
Of course it was the child Mrs. Templar had lost. 
It was n't the other faith, with her eyes shining like 
glow-worms in the dark." 



II 

Diana and Googlîe Norman had had measles, were 
recovered, had been away, and were home agaîn 
knowîng ail there was to know about measles, but 
nothîng of the new Vicar and his wife. 

Toby had been to church that mornîng and knew 
ail abbut the new Vicar and his wife. He was in the 
enviable position of knowing everythîng and telling 
nothîng, Diana took up the attitude of not want- 
îng to know, and Googlie was not supposed to talk 
until he was good. Therefore a profound silence 
reîgned in the schoolroom at Up and Down Park, for 
the space of a moment. Diana, thinking she had 
saved her dignity by a prolonged silence, asked Toby 
what he was drawing? Toby for answer said Diana 
was standing in his light. It is a thing ail girls do, 
as children. Later on it îs the boys who very of ten 
stand in the girls' light — and in their own. 

Toby was firmly convinced that the hymn "O 
Paradise, O Paradise, where loyal hearts and true 
stand ever in the light, ail rapture through and 
through" clearly held out a promise that in Para- 
dise he would be able with impunîty to stand in 
the light of any one drawing, and any one drawing 
stand in his light. 

Diana moved out of the light, "What are you 
drawing, Toby?" 
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**It's supposed to be the new clergyman," said 
Toby modestly. 

Diana looked over hîs shoulder. *'He's a queer 
clergyman, then." -s 

**Andsoheîs, He's supposed tobe," 

•'What? queer?" 

Yes," saîd Toby, wettîng the point of his pencil; 
he's impossible." 

''Oh," said Diana. ''What 's Mrs. like?" 

''The same," said Toby, drawing busily. 

"Are you drawing her?" 

"Yes, ît's rather difficult — because she's rather 
funny — I like her — " 

"Whyisshefunny?" 

" Because she is — She laughed." 

"Inchurch?" 

"No — silly — outside; and Daddy laughed too 
— crinkled up his eyes, you know; like he does." 

"Thenhelikesher?" 

"He chose her, that's why." 

"Who chose Mr.?" 

"Daddy too." 

"I expect Mummy dîd." 

"Why?" :v 

"Because he's a man and she always chooses 



men." 



Ail thîs time (and to the child in the corner the 
time seemed long, although the conversation was 
extremely înteresting and called for no contradic- 
tion) Gkx>glie, the youngest Norman child, stood 
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wîth hîs face to the walI. Whatever hîs vîew of the 
wall may hâve been, hîs back vîew to others was 
delîcîous. Delîcious enough to soften the heart of 
any woman. Gkx>glîe had been put in the corner by 
hîs mother — that same mother who always chose 
men. Why if she lîked men so much should she be 
so hard towards a baby man? Because that îs ail 
boys are. Men are grown-up boys. Boys, baby 
men. And between them there îs very lîttle différ- 
ence — just a matter of years. What's a year? To 
a chîld, an âge. To a man, nothîng. There *s the dif- 
férence. Nothlng more. Merely a question of tlme. 

Lady Agnes came înto the room: "Are you sorry, 
Googlîe?" 

*'Nope," saîd Googlîe. 

Lady Agnes looked from Diana to Toby, from 
Toby to Diana. They must remember what she 
had done In thelr day In slmîlar cîrcumstances. Fol- 
lowlng the suggestions grlmaced by Diana, she re- 
peated, "Are you sorry, Googlîe?" 

"Nope." 

The most hopeless thîng in the world îs the chîld 
who refuses the forgîveness pressed upon hlm. 

"I thlnk, Googlîe, you had better corne out." 

Googlîe tumed and faced the room — hîs mother 
— brother and sîster — and to each In tum he 
bowed. 

"Xîred?" asked hîs mother. 

"Nope.'' 

"I think you had better come out." 
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'*I wîU, if you like," he said, ''but l'm not any 
better — I feel just as bad însîde." 

*'0h, not quite, Googlie/' 

Googlîe ncxided hîs head. " I do," he said, and he 
surely must hâve known. 

There cornes a moment when steady résistance 
means victory. Googlie was nearing that point. 
There are aunts who would hâve stood out even 
unto the eleventh hour; but Googlie's mother was 
not aunt to Googlie. 

So he came out and he did what he had meant to 
do ever since Toby had described, in such an inter- 
esting way, the new clergyman and his wif e. He was 
going to see for himself . He was going to church. 
It would n't take long to get there. He liked eve- 
ning service, because he seldom went to it. Arrived 
at the church, he went in and made his way to the 
pew in which sat Joanna. Googlie was not the only 
person looking at her, of course. But none were more 
intensely interested. He looked and looked. Joanna 
grew pink under his scrutiny. Still he looked. Then, 
when for the tenth time Joanna smiled at him, he 
put out his hand and she took it, wondering who 
her friend might be, but not carîng so long as he was 
her friend. He had pointed portions of the service 
with his sunniest smiles ; emphasised certain passages 
with raised eyebrows and significant glances. It had 
altogether been for Joanna a most interesting serv- 
ice. When John, in his sermon, had used the word 
* impossible,' this new and strange friend had smiled 
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at Joanna and poînted surreptîtîously from her to 
the preacher, and nodded. "That's you two," he 
whîspered. Joanna in time was to leam what he 
meant, but just then she was at a loss to understand, 

The small friend went out before the rest of the 
congrégation and he was in bed by the time his 
mother came again to ask him if he was sorry, 
"Are you, Googlie?" 

"Nope/' Not even church had influenced him 
to that extent for good. 

His mother left the room, but not, as ît seemed, 
with that dignity she had imagined hers. As she 
went out Googlie said, "You look a sight behindi " 

Who was the Victor now? Not the poor mother! 
She fretted under the thought of looking a sight 
behind. Who would not? 

She waited, then went again to Googlie's room — 
thîs time to hear his prayers. Googlie was sleepy. 
Repentance must come before prayer : af ter prayer 
and repentance, sleep : after sleep — moming. Goo- 
glie went to bed every evening only that moming 
might come the quicker. So first of ail repentance. 
He sat up in bed with his arms hugging his knees and 
looked at his mother as if she had sinned. 

"Are you sorry you were so naughty ? " she asked. 

Googlie did n't say, but he slipped out of bed and 
he knelt. His head was very near his mother's heart. 
"Won't you say you are sorry?" she asked. 

" I will, if you want me to — but I don't feel sorry 
ineide." 

A 
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It was a difficult moment. Googlîe must hâve 
found ît so. Out shot his arms and they tîghtened 
round hîs mother's neck. "Are n't you glad l 'm not 
twins?" he whîspered. 

It must be presumed he awoke next momîng a 
very happy and much forgiven lîttle boy. He rose 
early and went out into the garden. From the gar- 
den he wandered înto the greenhouses and found 
hîmself alone among the carnations. He pîcked one. 
It broke at a joint in a most delightful manner. 
He broke another to see if it would. It did. They 
ail did, and bearing an armful of pink flowers he 
went to the very edge of the park — avoîding the 
lodge gâtes — and looked over the walI. He accosted 
a man driving past in a cart. ** I say, like some flow- 
ers?" — and the man liked them exceedingly and he 
got down from hîs cart, took the flowers, and got back 
înto hîs cart and drove ofï. " I wonder what makes 
me so gen'rous," said Googlîe to hîmself, ashe walked 
homewards. ** I wonder what makes me so gen'rous." 

Had Googlîe been older, he mîght hâve looked 
up the Word 'gênerons' in the dictionary. There 
seemed at home such a différence of opinion as to 
the meaning of the word. Hîs father did n't call 
what he had done gênerons. The gardener did n*t. 
His mother did n't. Nobody did. It was some days 
before Googlîe went to see Joanna again. Then 
he went ; for one reason because he wanted to know 
what 'impossible' meant. He knew one or two 
things that were impossible. Doing sums was one. 
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And not lookîng out of the wîndow whîle you were 
doîng them was another. Both of them connected 
wîth lessons. He did n't like lessons. He liked gar- 
den boys — and one or two old men on the estate. 
It was quîte certain garden boys liked him and old 
men on the estate too. Googlie was a sight to look 
for, on wet days and fine. ''That he be," would say 
any one of the old men, and that without being 
asked. And Googlie was never put in the corner by 
old men. That was the best of woods, There were 
no corners. Out of doors has none. Googlie loved 
out of doors. That 's how he and Joanna made 
friends. Over a bumble-bee it really was. Jo2Uina 
knew everything about bumble-bees and not only 
what they did, but what they thought and what 
they buzzed to do. To buzz means to want. Hardly 
any one knows what a bumble-bee wants when it 
buzzes. It does n't know itself . 

"Oh," said Googlie, deeply impressed. "Tell me 
some more." 

And she told him some more. He asked her a 
great many questions. And she answered them ail 
directly he asked them — except this one. Over 
this one she paused for a moment. "How old when 
I *m a bîg boy will I be?" She told him. 

"You do know a lot," he said. " Does God live in 
the same street as Mother Goose?" 

Of course Joanna said God lived in every street. 

" In tums," Googlie supposed. Then he suggested 
some streets were very smalL 

19 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

Joanna saîd, there was often more room for God 
în very small houses and streets — 

" He can find hîs way about, I expect," saîd 
Googlie;''isthatit?" 

And Joanna said it was just that. 

Googlîe had a long story to tell about some one 
who had lost hîs way at Up and Down Park. 
Mixed up în the story was a bathroom and a sponge 
— and hîs mother, and a man and a housemaîd, 
and what several people saîd and what they dîd n't 
say. He tugged at Joanna's hand al! the tîme he 
told the story, and walked at least an arm's length 
in front of her, so she missed a good deal of the 
story and the poînt entirely. 

**I'm glad youVe corne," he saîd when they 
parted, and Joanna could truthfuUy say she was 
glad too. 



III 

One evenîng în summer-tîme John sat on the 
lawn and Joanna read to him from the book of her 
chronîclîng. "Thîs mornîng James Rîchards, at 
Middle Farm, thrashed his son Timothy, for no just 
cause — the boy's heart îs sore. Joanna went out 
into her garden and, selectîng a peach on the wall, 
tîed ît up in muslin, so that the wasps should not 
get the better of sore Timothy — "Joanna paused 
and, raîsing her voice slightly, went on reading — 
**To-morrow Parson John will visit Timothy — 
and — " She closed the book. 

"Is it wise, Joanna?" 

"The peach is asked to ripen, it is not asked to 
be wise. The peach, of course, is symbolical." 

"To-morrow, you thînk I should go? There is 
my sermon to write in the moming — and in the 
aftemoon — " 

"I will make notes for your sermon — Milly 
Don is home — in trouble." 

"And the man?" blazed John. 

"How should I know, John? Is it the time to ask 
questions — to probe a wound — ?" 

"My dear, my dear," he said, convicted of vio- 
lence, "you will write a tenderer sermon than I 
should. I will go to Timothy — you hâve left no 

21 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

gap în the muslîn? — I would make it a village 
sermon — ît îs the rîght occasion." 

Joanna saîd she would make ît a village sermon. 

*'The Stranger might walk through the village," 
suggested John; ''it's the only thing that brings it 
home to them — What — if Our — the Stranger 
walking through the village should stop at Mrs. 
Don's cottage?" 

"And admire the delphiniums?" suggested Jo- 
anna. "He would," she added, nodding her wise 
head. 

"And lift, perhaps, a rose that had been trampled 
în the dust," said John. 

"Leave it to me — You know Billy Bowles who 
îs always in trouble? " 

John nodded. 

"What if the Stranger — patted him on the 
head?" It was a brilliant inspiration, Joanna 
thought ; it being her own and not sentimental. 

"Stick to Milly," said John. "I hâve promised 
Billyaknife, if— " 

Joanna smiled and John did not ask her why she 
smiled. He knew. 

This is ail to prove them impossible people and 
to justify Hope, in the future, and in the past Toby, 
and before that his mother. 

Joanna sat down to write, not only her husband's 
sermon, but her own letters. Her method of writing 
letters was this — and dangerous. She addressed 
envelopes to those people to whom she was going 

22 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

to Write. Then she arranged them in a semi-circle 
on the table before her and began to write the 
letters. In the middle of her writing she would go 
to the assistance of any one who wanted her — or — 
for the matter of that — any thing: a child upset 
or a bumble-bee overtumed. She would soothe the 
one and right the other — and retum to her writing. 

On this summer's day she had written one letter 
and part of John's sermon, when she must hâve gone 
to the assistance of some one or something in distress. 
The letter she had been writing was to a friend and 
she wrote of Hope — her adopted daughter. The 
sermon she had been writing was of hope too — the 
child of a whole world. When she retumed from 
her mission of mercy she put her letter into one en- 
velope and her John's sermon into another and then 
she went out into the village — to do good. 

Many things happened that day, among others 
an accident, and John was kept busy to run hère — 
to read there — and Saturday night came and his 
sermon not read — and he sleepy — so sleepy. 

Joanna handed him the envelope, saying, *'You 
can always read my writing — besides, you know 
well enough what to say." Then she added, "Be 
merciful, John!" 

Sunday moming — Agaîn the church was filled 
to overflowing. Would the Vicar say something 
about Milly, who was home: for what reason no 
one knew — but that it was for no good was certain 
— she was crying. 
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" I pity the man," said one, who had plumbed the 
depths of John's righteous wrath. 

"Who knows there's a man in it?" asked an- 
other — jealous at the thought, perhaps. Who 
knows! 

John, a frail figure, climbed the steep stairs of 
the pulpit and laid before hîm the notes — of his 
— of Joanna's sermon. He pressed them out, for 
they had lain folded many hours in the envelope of 
Joanna's addressing. 

He was going to take, he said, for the scène of his 
sermon Up and Down on a summer's day — just as 
ît was outsîde. To many of them it was the most 
beautiful place they had ever seen. He described 
Up and Down bathed in sunlight, dappled in shadow. 
The very particular buzz of the bées they could hâve 
recognised if they had had the ear to do it and the 
wit : but, according to those who know, the best of 
us is far iess clever than the smallest bee that sucks. 

A Stranger — John said (more of a stranger than 
he ought to be) — was walking through the village. 
John looked through the diamond-paned window, 
on a ievei with his eyes and the eyes of the congré- 
gation foUowed his. 

"The Stranger seems to know Mrs. Yew's cot- 
tage. He smiles up at the window where she lies 
in bed — you ail know how patiently she lies there. 
She must hâve been watching for the Stranger. 
She leans forward eagerly to see Him as He passes. 
He passes on — admiring the neatness of the cot- 
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tages, the beauty of the gardens — seems surprised 
that Job Salting can do so well and hîs rheuma- 
tism so bad — " 

There was a shufflîng of bîg boots on bare boards 
and a gruntling mumble, and the congrégation 
tumed to look at a dîscomfited Job. 

'* You know how pretty the gardens look — each 
one prettîer than hîs neîghbour's?" went on John, 
tuming and leaning towards hîs congrégation. 
** You must often yourselves hâve stopped to look at 
the delphinîums and the roses? Well, the Stranger 
îs standing now looking at the delphinîums in a 
garden." John paused. Every one moved, longing 
to look too. A child, the better to see, stood up. 
Hîs mother puUed him down. 

"Let him look," said John. "It îs sometimes 
given — to little children — to see more than we 
see — they hâve — vision." 

*'There ain't nuffin," whispered the child hoarsely, 
**'cept Billy Bowles and — " the mother puUed the 
child down and put an acid drop înto his open 
mouth: "Suck ît," she whispered. 

"The Stranger," went on John very quietly, 
^'stoops and lifts a rose that has been trampled in 
the dust — with His tears He washes it clean." 

Joanna ducked her head: this was John's, not 
hers — "He lifts it and twines it round the mother 
stem." 

Joanna lifted her head. The people were very 
quiet, they understood: it was one of the Vicar's 
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village sermons — Who was he talking at? It was 
expected he would say at any moment, '*Go and sîn 
no more," They liked hÎ3 voîce when he said that. 
They settled themselves down. Cold water was 
running down the spines of some of them — and 
those mostly women. 

John smoothed his notes and to a perfectly quîet 
and alert people he read: "Personally I sympathise 
with her. I know exactly what she feels — She is 
eut on an adventure — her first. Life is something 
new and wonderful — she only wants wise manage- 
ment and gentle leadîng — " 

There was a pause. The grey eyes of Joanna were 
upon her poor lost man. Then valîantly he rushed 
the position and added: "As a great woman wrîter 
has said — " And he looked at Joanna and down 
went her head. 

*' Whether we can — go as far as she goes," went 
on John, "I cannot say. It is surely women who 
would judge most mercifully their sisters — erring 
sisters — But this far we can and must go — we can 
understand — and to understand is to forgive and 
to forgive is to love — is n't it? " 

Then he saved the situation by reciting a poem a 
little above the heads of his people and they went 
home profoundly impressed — and not too elated. 
It is well not to go home from church too elated. A 
joyful spîrit has a good appetite. A sensé of dépres- 
sion — on the other hand — is a saving grâce. 

Some one had sinned : Who? " Miss Blow's del- 
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phînîums are the tallest," saîd one chîld as she 
skipped along. But the chîld spoke wîthout inten- 
tion — it could not be Miss Blow. 

*'I like what he said about the great woman 
writer/' said a woman who wrote for the parish 
magazine. 

A little girl lo-oved the bit about the trampled 
rose. As she said so, her mother tightened her grasp 
on the child's hand and the child said: "Why are 
you holding so hard — mother — did n't y ou ? " 

"It's a most reprehensible habit, my dear," saîd 
John to his wife, Joanna, as they walked home. *' It 
was the second sheet of your letter, I suppose?" 

Joanna supposed it was. " How puzzled Elizabeth 
wîU be ! " she saîd. Elizabeth was the friend to whom 
the second sheet should hâve gone. 

John tîghtened his grasp on the arm of Joanna. 
She would never be finished. 



IV 

A MAN must take care how he preaches. Job 
Saltîng to see the Vîcar ; and into the Vicar's study 
came Job, John was glad to see Job. He had a 
kîndly feeling for the old man who bore the pains 
of rheumatîsm with much patience and wîth much 
fine swearing. A good rounded oath became well 
Job's manner of speech — lending weight to its 
meaning. 

"WelI, well, Job, sit down," which Job dîd. It 
took time and there was much creaking and much 
ado about it. 

" Now, what can I do for you? " The Vicar leaned 
forward in his chair and smiled at old Job — 
ruffian that he was and lovable. 

" IVe gone and lost my barrer, that 's what it is, 



sir." 



»» 



"Your barrow? That 's a bîg thing to lose. 

Job said it was a bîg thing for a poor man to lose 
and it cost a terrible lot of money. 

"And you paid for it, eh. Job?" 

"Well — no, sir, not exactly — in a sensé I dîd — I 
worked for a wheelwrîght and he gave me the wheel 
— that 's the best part of a barrer — nothin' can't be 
a barrer without a wheel — and the barrer — " 

"Well, well, it was a good barrow and it's lost." 

"That 's it, sir — lost — if a woman had taken it 
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ît could n't hâve been more lost — Now I Ve corne 
to you — becos — " Job leant forward with his hand 
on the knob of hîs stick — "becos of that stranger 
you named on Sunday — as soon as you 'd saîd ît 
I was for gettin' up and goin' home, but what wîth 
the clatteration I make and the gapin', gogglin' 
ways of folks in church I daresent. You mind that 
stranger who looked into my garden — church time 
he chose, too — " 

*'When ail good gardeners should be praying, eh, 
Job?" suggested the Vicar. 

*' Well, some may be shuttin' theîr eyes to thîngs 
— but the wise stop at home, it seems to me — " 

" You hâve no idea who the stranger was? " asked 
the Vicar. 

"How should I, sir? Up and Down's a pretty 
enough place — folks come and go — honest too — 
some of them — should n't be surprised if they were." 

*'You can't think who the stranger was?" re- 
peated John. 

Job could n't ; but he allowed that Widow Waysey 
had said — but — 

"But what. Job?" 

" But, I told her straight out — you would n't be 
callin' the likes of Hiin names — He 's no stranger 
to you, sir, I should say, and if He îs — why, there 's 
your missus, she's friendly enough in that quar- 
ter, I should say — but if you were talking in par- 
agorics, let bygones be bygones — and then — 
where 's my barrer? " 
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The Vîcar saîd, în passîng the Parish Fîeld, he had 
seen a barrow that looked as if it might belong to 
just such a one as Job — 

"Nothîn' 'gaînst the barrer?" saîd Job, hîs eyes 
twinklîng. 

The Vicar held ît a blameless barrow. Had Job 
lent it to any one by chance? 

Well — it appeared he had mentîoned to Widow 
Waysey — in passing as it were — that there it was 
îf she wanted it to cart her 'taters. "Not that I 
meant it, sir; widows make barrers of men, whee- 
dlin' 'em along — whether they want to go or not." 

"Let us walk to the Parish Field together/' said 
John ; and together he and Job went, in search of 
the barrow, and they found it. 

John wheeled it back: behind him came Job: be- 
hînd Job again Widow Waysey; and she walking 
slower than Job thought any woman would walk 
who followed an honest, slow-downing man. 

Joanna too had a visitor. Lady Agnes Norman 
came to call upon her in order to hear about Milly 
Don. The sermon again — thîs tîme brought home 
to John's own lawn, laid at his feet as it were: just 
as a puppy will bring to us and lay at our feet things 
whose very existence we hâve long forgotten. A man 
must be careful how he preaches, for there are peo- 
pie who — like puppies — will lay his words at his 
feet — and trip him up with them too. Lady Agnes 
sat in the vicarage garden while Joanna gardened. 
Joanna gardening was the quietest thing on God's 
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earth. A worm must hâve studîed to be as quîet. 
A thrush would not hâve heard Joanna gardenîng 
because her gardenîng was an act of worshîp rather 
than of work. 

At this partîcular moment a pînk-tîpped daîsy was 
the object of her silent adoration — at least her vîsî- 
tor thought so. She was wrong. Joanna was only 
thinking: but there are women who in thinking of 
God in the country always jump to daisies. So Lady 
Agnes was not so wrong after ail. She had guessed 
'nearly right' as chiidren say. 
' "It îs wonderfuUy quiet hère," she saîd, drawing 
off her gloves and holding out her fine white hands. 
She looked at Joanna's brown ones: then at her 
grey eyes and thought she understood why two 
men, at least, had cared — still cared — fôr Joanna. 
It is as inévitable for a certain kind of a man to 
prefer grey eyes to any other colour, as it is for a 
dark-skinned woman to wear brown clothes. Such 
things must hâve been so ordered from the begin- 
ning of ail time. 

? " It is — so quiet," Lady Agnes repeated. 
' * * The servants are out, ' ' said Joanna, subsiding on 
to her heels. 

"I meant, rather, a spiritual peace," saîd Lady 
Agnes wistf uUy. 

*'Oh, yes," said Joanna; "John îs out." 

Lady Agnes smiled ; pleased with herself that she 
was gently amused, glad that quaîntness appealed 
to her. It did not appeal to every one. 
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'*Now tell me about MîUy Don. It is MUly, 
isn'tit? Don?" 

''Yes, ît is Milly — Don — spelt D-o-n," said 
Joanna absent-mîndedly. 

*' I long to help her," sighed Lady Agnes. Joanna 
said nothing. Lady Agnes, supposing she could not 
hâve heard (people usually heard her when she spoke 

— particularly in Up and Down), repeated, " I long 
to help her." 

*'She needs the help of fortunate women," ad- 
mitted Joanna. 

"Yes — dear Mrs. Templar — my heart aches 
for her. I heard about Mr. Templar's sermon, — it 
was beautiful — and so exactly what — they need." 

"They?'^ asked Joanna, putting a blade of grass 
between her teeth. 

"Yes — you know what I mean — But what I 
wanted to say is that I am interested in such a good 
institution where they teach girls of Milly's type 

— to — cook." 

"Type?" said Joanna. "I suppose — she 's a 
blonde rather thjm a brunette — there's a little 
picture, the very image of her — in the Uffizi Gal- 
lery — I think it was — a M adonna — I was won- 
dering about her new hat — Milly's, I mean." 

Hopeless Joanna! Toby might well ask — what is 
a clergyman's wife for — exactly? 

*'Dear Mrs. Templar, I mean type in another 
sensé. It is an excellent institution. My frîends 
and I occasionally — not so of ten as we ought to, 
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I am afraid — go down and shake hands wîth the 
gîrls." 

''How d' you do — Quîte well, thank you — 
I know. It 's very kînd of you ; and îf the gîrl should 
be making pastry you would shake hands — next 
tîme," said Joanna, rîsing from her heels. "Institu- 
tions are excellent things. One cannot praise them 
too hîghly, but Mîlly — is — well, let's say, an in- 
stitution hère." 

"Hère?" 

"Yes, hère." 

"Buttheothers?" 

" Martha? She is very adaptable. Now shall we 
talk of something else tiU John cornes? — Tm an 
impossible person." 

"Oh, no," broke în Lady Agnes impulsively, 
kindly; "I always say you are not." 

Joanna smiled. " Nevertheless, I shall hâve to 
tell him ail the things I hâve said that I ought not 
to hâve said." 

"You tell him everything?" 

"No, I Write it," said Joanna. And at that mo- 
ment John came across the lawn towards the two 
women. 

" Dear Mr. Templar," said Lady Agnes, "you are 
such nice, quaint people. Your wife has been enter- 
taining me." 

"An angel unawares?" asked John, wîth excellent 
intention. 

John, John," said Joanna, "you are worsethan 
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your wîfe — even more împossîble» She îs well 
aware of the présence of Lady Agnes. Is tea ready ? " 

*' Is there any one to get ît ready?" asked John. 

"Of course not," answered Joanna; "the servants 
areout. Milly mu6thaveanewhat;Ann Dante has 
eaten her old one." 

"A small, quiet hat, I hope,'^ saîd Lady Agnes 
softly. 

"Nothîng upsets a goat," saîd John, musîng. 

"I meant Milly 's new hat," said Lady Agnes, 
puzzled. 

"No hat looks quîet on Milly unless it hides her 
face, and then there 's the lîttle lîlt of her walk," 
saîd Joanna, walking away. And two people watched 
her as she went — not because of the lilt in her walk. 

"I hâve never met any one in the least like your 
wîfe," said Lady Agnes. 

"No," saîd John, " I don't believe you ever will." 

"She 's a great help to you?" — and she thought 
of Toby. 

John smiled. How quîck people were to guess ! 

"Tell me," she went on, dîggîng holes, as she 
talked, in the ground with the point of her sun- 
shade. " You are not orthodox — are you? " 

"Not so orthodox, perhaps, as Joanna — but my 
belîefs — such as they are — are firmly held — by 
Joanna." 

" What do you belîeve? I ask merely as a matter 
of curiosîty. People so often ask me." 

Lady Agnes leant forward. Hère at last was John 
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Templar about to naîl hîs belîef to the counter of 
her curiosîty. She could never forgive herself for 
having allowed the vicarage to be donc up în the 
vamîshed-pîtch-pîne-orthodox fashion. She must 
explain that she had îmagined hîm quîte ordinary. 
'* Yes?" she saîd, "You believe?" 

"I belîeve — in God the Father Ahnîghty — 
Maker of Heaven and E^arth." There was beauty 
în the cadences of his voice. The well-known words 
afïected as well as pained hîs lîstener. They were 
as unexpected as they were f amilîar. He mîght hâve 
believed something quîte différent (with his profile) , 
something out of the ordinary — and strange. There 
were so many new relîgions to choose f rom — some 
so suîtable to queer people. 

"But it's the Creed," she saîd, interrupting hîm. 

" Yes, the dear old Creed." 

" It sounds quîte différent in the garden — différ- 
ent from what it sounds in church — and yet so 
familîar." 

" Yes," saîd John, "we can carry our Church dif- 
férences înto our gardens, but the Creed — stands." 

*'0f course I see what you mean — I suppose 
there are things we are so accustomed to — that we 
cannot do wîthout them," began Lady Agnes. 

"Tea!" called Joanna from the drawing-room 
window. 



V 

Elizabeth Column wrote to thank Joanna for 
her letter and part of John's sermon. 

My dear Joanna, — If I dîd n't know you, I should say 
you had been putting John's sermon înto my envelope. 
Where is the second sheet? In John's sermon, TU be 
bound. Judgîng by the fragment you sent me — plainly 
wrîtten by you — I should say you were on the sîde of the 
sînners. Be careful, Joanna. Sinners may not be better 
than saints and they may possibly be worse. Don't make 
too much of them. I tremble for your Up and Down world. 
I gather that your Hopeful is coming home. Now to what 
kind of a home is she coming? Don*t try her too high. 
Remember — strictly speaking — she is not yours. She 
inherits none of your quaint characteristics — or John's. 
Her father may hâve been a tradesman, her mother his 
very counterpart. He may hâve been an alderman. She 
may pine for the good things of the world — good things 
to eat. Her favourite text may be — "The voice of the 
turtle is heard in the land," which is not your taste — or 
mine. Well, mine it is, because it was n't your kind of turtle 
meant. Hope is not, I imagine, a bun-and-cocoa young 
woman, or ever likely to be. I met her walking in Bond 
Street the other day — up and down. Not in the least like 
your Up and Down. Judging by her eamest expression, I 
should hâve said she was choosing parting présents for 
dîscarded school-mîstresses. I ventured it. Iwasright. If 
I knew what présents she chose, — an Omar Khayyâm, 
or a silver button-hook, — I should know what kind of a 
young woman she is — more or less. She is at ail events, 
this — a straight-nosed young woman — fine and honest, 
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You will hâve to plead well for sînners. I cannot îmagîne 
her generous in her judgments — yet. I should counsel this 
— sit down to meals or you will stand to lose. What do I 
mean by that ? A slip of the pen — a side slip, a skid. It only 
remains for me to put this into an envelope addressed to 
my tax-gatherer and ail will be well. 

Yours, 

Elizabeth Column. 

P.S. So MîUy îs housemaîd — îs she? I suppose you 
hâve told her so, and she looks after the goats — Joanna, 
Joanna. You say you naturally did not ask the nature of 
Milly's sin. Is it natural, my dear? Won*t every natural 
man and woman seek to discover it? Won't they delve and 
probe till they do? In your innoœnce you may be imagin- 
ing her guilty of a sin greater than the one she committed. 
Be careful and again I say, be careful. Forgive this rigma- 
role. I am in great spirits. I am on the track of a new bird 
— it will be a feather in my cap if I can get a good photo- 
graph. 

So wrote Elizabeth Column from her small house 
in London to her best friend in the country. '* Write 
me no other epîtaph," she was wont to say, '*than 
' Joanna Templar's best friend ' ; it is confession and 
absolution in one." Elizabeth tried to model herself 
on Joanna, a very large copy of a very small model. 
Her body was infinitely bigger than Joanna's, but 
her heart was smaller. She tried to make it larger; 
large enough to take in ail sinners — sextons and 
septuagenarians. She assiduously rîghted bumble- 
bees; but it was by rule of finger and thumb she 
did it, not because she loved them and shared with 
them a wonderful world and a happy world. Happy, 
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the bee would say, so long as you were rîght sîde up. 
Every bumble-bee has a right to that position in life. 
He is born to it. If Elizabeth stooped to speak to 
small chiidren in the street, ten to one they cried 
for their mammies. Elizabeth told this to Joanna, 
honestly and seeking an explanation. Joanna saîd: 
"They may think it is a lamp-post making obeisance 
to them, and they know when lamp-posts do that to 
fathers, mothers cry." 

Elizabeth loved her house in London. She loved 
houses. AU true bird-nesters do. Her house was to 
her what a nest is to a bird. No birds live in lodgings, 
excepting the cuckoo, and Elizabeth was no cuckoo, 
A nest to be a real nest should hâve little birds in 
ît at set times, but not Elizabeth's. What is right 
for a bird may not be right for a woman. Elizabeth 
was unmarried and spent the larger part of her 
time in photographing birds on — and in — their 
nests. She journeyed great distances to get snap- 
shots of rare birds and rarely got them. She knew 
more about birds than most people and could imi- 
tate their noises and their cries. This f acility endeared 
her to chiidren and to Joanna. Older boys and girls 
found the faces she made trying. "No bird ever 
looked like nothing on earth/' said one boy, arrived 
at that âge when youth is extremely anxious âge 
should not make an ass of itself . 

" Do it again," said the chiidren — and Joanna. 

John never asked her to do it again. Perhaps he 
knew there was no need to ask. She was always doing 
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it again. Women învariably do. Elizabeth puzzled 
John. He liked so much — what he saw of her. But 
he never saw her ail at once, as it were. If he started 
lookîng at her boots, he had forgotten her existence 
by the time he should hâve been looking at her face. 
Once on leaving the vicarage, after a month's stay, 
she said the happiest four hours she had ever spent 
had been wîth a reed-warbler. 

"Four hours?" murmured John, mystified. 

He never remembered havîng spent four hours 
wîth Elizabeth. But then he was not listening. 
He only supposed that thîngs saîd on his doorstep 
— pretty speeches — referred to him. He knew, 
whether they meant it or not, people were oblîged 
to say kînd thîngs on goîng away. Elizabeth was a 
strange woman, he thought. And yet quite unlike 
Joanna. She often assured him she liked to lie down 
in bogs and get up in mists. John belîeved her. 
Her sensé of dîscomfort was not his. She loved, she 
said, Ross-shire for its hills: Perthshire for its glens; 
Caithness for its skies. John loved Joanna for her 
goodness. He thought he did: but what he loved 
her for was not exactiy her goodness, for that can 
be boring, but for her power to see the goodness 
in others — quite a différent thing. 

Joanna handed John Elizabeth's letter. **I shall 
ask her to stay," she said; '*I hâve an idea." 

"Poster it," said John; "it may corne in useful. 
When, by the way, did you say the Jumble Sale is 
to be? Most iniquitousof ail Christian institutions ! " 
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"I never send things I would n't wear myself," 
saîd Joanna, defendîng her faîth and not her gar- 
ments. 

John thought over that. T6 what conclusion he 
came he did not say and Joanna did not sisk. She 
was writing to Elizabeth, with the rîght envelope, 
iinder her left elbow, firmly pînned down, She had 
much to tell her. First of ail, about Milly. There 
was much to tell and most of it good. The girl was 
responding. She was growing, not only in grâce, 
but also in beauty. Elizabeth must come down and 
see for herself how truly Joanna spoke — or wrote 
rather. When Joanna found a good thing she was 
eager to share it. She had appealed to John, but he 
had said he had not looked at Milly. He would re- 
member to do so. That he had not seen her seemed 
to Joanna an împossibility. Her beauty blazed. It 
lit the whole house. Perhaps it had blînded John. 
So différent was Joanna from John that she had sent 
a donation to an institute for the blind — a thank- 
offering that was ail. It was her way of saying, 
"ThankGod, I hâve eyes to see the Milly Hemade!" 
Naturally she could not do it every time she saw 
anything beautiful. No exchequer could stand the 
continuai drain: but Milly 's beauty was of an un- 
usual order — it must be paid for. The people in 
the village did not thînk her "so wonderful pretty,** 
which was as well. They could not hâve afforded 
thank-offerings, when there was the rent to pay, 
boots to buy, to say nothing of béer — and bread. 
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Joanna was quîte sure Elîzabeth would be as- 
tounded. 

Elizabeth wrote at once to say she would corne. 
She was bound to add that she suspected Joanna 
had exaggerated the girl's beauty. It would hardly 
be safe for a girl, such as Joanna described, to put 
her nose out of doors. But she would corne and 
judge for herself . Besides there mîght stîU be young 
bîrds about, and that was always a sure draw. Lon- 
don was no place for bîrd-lovers. Was Milly fond of 
bîrds? Joanna should make her înterested. Noth- 
îng kept girls — or boys for the matter of that — 
so straîght. It had gîven her (Elizabeth) ail she 
needed in life — her interest in birds. It had kept 
her from broodîng. She would rather find a rare 
bîrd than the most beautiful jewel in the wôrld. 
Rather a feather în her cap than a tîara on her head. 
A feather dropped from the wing of a livîng bird, 
she was careful to add. 

"Dear, simple créature/' said Joanna when she 
had read the letter. 

When Miss Column came to stay at the vicar- 
age, Milly catne in to the dîning-room to wait. But 
she forgot to hand the potatoes, so exactly did Miss 
Column imitate the twittering of the swallows under 
the roof: and in its turn the piping of the robin. 
Milly made up her mind to wait for the lark. She 
would not miss that, vegetables or no vegetables. 
Shemust hâve waited a long time. There were limita- 
tions to the gifts of Miss Column. But intuition was 
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hers. She caught sîght of Milly's face during the 
swallow song and a thought struck her. " Don't for- 
get to remînd me to tell y ou somethîng, Joanna," 
she saîd. Joanna promised — and forgot. 

The next mornîng Elîzabeth was awakened by the 
twîtterîng of swallows in her room. She sprang out 
of bed and coUîded with Milly, hidden behind the 
bed-curtaîn. 

**I can do ît, miss," she exclaîmed; *'don't look!*' 

Milly had no wîsh to look lîke nothîng on earth ; 
but she must be listened to. "Listen!" she saîd. 

Elîzabeth lîstened, wîth her head on one sîde, 
perhaps very much as a robîn listens to the pîping 
of the new generatîon. Who knows? 

"Are you fond of bîrds?" she asked eagerly. 

Then out ît came, the great secret — the great 
excîtement that was MîUy's own — at least no one 
cared. "Two swallowses — " she began. 

"Swallows, MîUy." 

Two swallows had buîlt în the loggîa — under a 
beam, în the corner. Theîr nest was to be seen from 
the dînîng-room wîndow — from the hallwîndow — 
and best of ail from the loggîa, of course ; but there 
MîUy dîd n't dare venture because of beîng seen — 
but the dînîng-room she dusted — was supposed to 
dust — and the hall too. " There are two old ones 
and four lîttle ones.*' 

Mîss Column belîeved ît. "But the lîttle ones 
must be a second brood," she saîd. 

"I *11 show you, mîss, — come!" 
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Elizabeth demurred — her dressîng-gown ! That 
did n't matter, saîd Milly; there was n't any one 
about; and Elizabeth went eagerly, foUowing Milly, 
the spirît of adventure hers. 

'* See that beam, miss?" 

Elizabeth peered, for swallows build often în 
dark places where the eye must get accustomed to 
the gloom before it can see. She saw — and straight- 
way she forgot her magenta-coloured dressing-gown. 
The thought of meeting, face to face, either John 
or the gardener, was now as nothing. She saw Milly 
redeemed. Hère was her salvation at hand. 

"See theîr four little faces?" asked Milly, breath- 
less from excitement; **they aren't proper faces 
— are they ? They can't fly till their faces are proper, 
can they?" 

Miss Column saîd it was impossible they could 
show such faces to the world: their mother would 
n't let them. 

"Same as your mother would n't let you be seen 
în that dressing-gown," said Milly. Then she added: 
** l 'm very sorry, l 'm sure, miss, — it îs n't only you 
who has n't got a mother — my mother has n't — " 

Kind Milly! Elizabeth was touched. The birds 
had already done something for the girl — **They 
are nothing but wide yellow beaks — and my word, 
don't they eat!" exclaimed Milly. 

Hère Elizabeth joyfuUy acclaimed the maternai 
instinct. She had been right; birds were the salva- 
tion of girls like Milly — the lesson they taught was 
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complète — the building of the nest first : the babîes, 
afterwards. It was wonderful. 

Elizabeth met Joanna coming from her bath. 
"Joanna," she said, **I hâve n*t asked you the na- 
ture of Milly's sin. I should no more think of doing 
it than you would think of asking Milly ; but I should 
let her watch the swallows ; there 's nothing like birds 
to bring one to one's sensés." 

"You dear thing," said Joanna; "the water is 
running for John — it is always the accompaniment 
to his prayers. You must wait. Perhaps you can 
say yours without the sound of running water in 
your ears. You do say them? Well, pray for us ail. 
Hope is finished and is coming home." 

So Milly, for the good of her soûl, — and her 
sensés, — watched the swallows. Ail day long she 
waited for the swif t sweep of wings : listened for the 
eager, welcoming chatter of the baby birds as their 
tireless parents fed them. Miss Colunm lent Milly 
her field-glasses and at that selfsame hour Milly 
ceased to be a houserhaid, even in theory. Her days 
were spent in the loggia; breathlessly she watched 
and, for her great reward, saw the yellow beak-faces 
tum into little oak-apple heads, with russet chins. 
From the dining-room window she could look up at 
the little birds. Over the edge of the nest she could 
see, peeping, perfectly round, proper faces, with 
tiny beaks like the points of fine lead pencils. With 
faces so perfect she felt they might face the world — 
or rather the sky — any day. 
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As she watched, she prayed she mîght be there 
to see the miracles take flight. When the miracles 
were three weeks old — ail but a day — Milly saw 
them, at a word of command from theîr mother, 
climb out of the nest, and, one af ter the other, waddle 
along the beam, looking for ail the world like clock- 
work mice. (Milly had lived in good houses, so she 
knew what she was talking about.) Her heart beat to 
suffocation. At another word of command they — 
one af ter the other — in perfect order began their 
wing exercises. They beat the air with their wings. 
"Agaîn! Once more!" — and this several times a 
day. Then after the exercises, they tidied themselves 
up — smoothed their feathers, preened their wings, 
and climbed into an old nest — a had-been — in 
the opposite corner, and there they stayed for an 
hour and a half. So 'have-beens' hâve their uses. 
Young ones may come to rest in their empty hearts 
— let old people remember that. The hearts that 
hâve once been nests may still — when quite old — 
accommodate the young when the young want to 
rest from the surprising exertions of their new and 
strange life. Milly watched. Joanna peeped out of 
the window, saw Milly 's lovely uptumed face, and 
went to fetch Elizabeth. 

Elizabeth came, looked, and agreed with Joanna 
that no sermon — not even John's — could do for the 
soûl of Milly what those little miracles were doing. 

'*I must fetch Martha," said Joanna, '*she will 
see now what I mean." 
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Martha came, her hands floury, her cheek floury, 
and she looked at Milly's uptumed face. 

"Well, Martha," saîd Joanna, "what do you 
think of that? " poîntîng to Milly. Joanna was weigh- 
ing Martha in the balance. 

** What do I think of ît, ma'am? Well, I say, ten 
to one if there'd been no Millyses, there'd hâve 
been swallowses: no swallowses, there'd hâve been 
Millyses. Swallowses were made after the likenesses 
of swallowses for the convenience of themselves, 
not as lessons to the likes of Millyses, nor for the 
tuming of a cook into a gênerai — which has hap- 
pened to me, or seems like it. I *m in the middle of 
my pastry." 

**That 's where Milly got swallowses from," mused 
Elizabeth, 

Next momîng Milly was up very early. When 
the heads of little swallows are quite round, shiny, 
and ail the fluff gone, and their chins russet, it be- 
hoves women watchers to be up early. It was a wild 
moming, too wild for anything young to fly, Milly 
thought. She looked out of the dining-room window. 
She could just see the little round heads peering 
over the edge of the nest. The parent birds were 
sîttîng a few feet ofî, on the top of a window-frame, 
talkîng, both of them, as loudly as they could. 
There was a rush and a flutter and one little miracle 
was on the window-frame beside his parents, and like 
a flash was ofî into a wonderf ul world of wind. Right, 
straight up flew the little chap, out of sight. Back 
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came the parents, and at that moment the sun 
looked out to see what was happening, and înto hîs 
very face, and into a world of blinding enchantment, 
winged another little miracle, and in a short while 
they were ail gone — and there was the dining-room 
to dust — not like dustîng your own nest, îs it? 

Milly vowed she would be a good mother, îf ever 
she had children: but she *d teach them to say 
Hhank you,' before theyflew away, so cheeky;tak- 
ing ail they could get — " l'm downright sîlly, I am, 
or was getting," she saîd as she wîped the tears from 
her eyes. 

So to John's sermon primarily must be laid the 
salvatîon of Milly, for if Joanna had not written 
it, and sent some part of it to Elizabeth, Elîzabeth 
would not hâve come to stay — would not hâve 
made bird noises — or shown Milly the good that 
lies — sits rather — in the nests of birds. And it is 
possible that if Milly had spent with Martha ail the 
time she had spent with the 'swallowses,' Martha 
would hâve found out exactly what kind of a sin it 
was Milly had committed, and Martha mîght hâve 
felt it her duty to tell her mistress. And Joanna 
mîght not hâve prescribed for Milly the healing 
medicine that lies in the touch of things, young and 
helpless and horribly soft and so squashable. A help- 
lessness that appeals; particularly to girls like Milly. 
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HoPE cornes to-morrow, John/* saîd Joanna. 

John made no reply. There was none to make; 
Hope was coming home, finîshed. It was an un- 
answerable statement — a fact and a terrîfying fact. 

''Béatrice/' saîd Joanna, '*has nîbbled buds off 
Caroline Testout, Papa Gantier, and the General." 

**Who let her loose?'' asked John. ''Béatrice is 
not to blame." 

"Milly let her out — she loves Tricksy, as she 
calls her — and Ann too — she loves them both. 
They are her salvation, John." 

Béatrice and Dante (Ann for short) may hâve 
been Milly's salvation; they were also goats and 
knew themselves and each other as goats only. On 
Beatrice's bounty lived and flourished several vil- 
lage babies. Though the babies she sustained were 
rosier than any others, it was no source of pride to 
Béatrice. She would pass them by unnoticed. It 
was, in her eyes, more blessedto receive than to give. 
If ever she went through the village, it was not as 
a benefactress she walked, but rather as a suppliant. 
She made light of her gifts. And Dante? His posi- 
tion was assured. He was father to many goats and 
second to none. If Milly chose to call him Ann, it 
was not his fault. She had yet to learn the names 
— true names — of many things. 
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Mîlly sat on the staîrs waîtîng to see Mrs. Tem* 
plar. She had many things to think about» and from 
the staîrs she could look out through the wîndow 
on to waving tree-tops — scurryîng clouds. She 
could see birds, and forget she was a housemaid. 
There was no beauty to her in dust — unless ît 
danced in a beam of sunlight ; then she loved ît. 

Mîlly would not hâve thought of goîng înto Mîss 
Hope's bedroom, even in her capacîty as house- 
maîd, because Martha was jealous of her privilèges, 
and one of them was to do MîUy's work if she fan- 
cied ît. But Mrs. Templar called Mîlly in ; asked her 
advice as to the dressing-table and its cover. Mîlly 
suggested a white muslîn cover — over pink. She 
blushed as she spoke of such rare lovelîness. 

"Spotted, or plain?" Mrs. Templar put the ques- 
tion, and Mîlly voted for plaîn. 

''Plain over pink then," said Mrs. Templar, and 
she surmised the number of yards requîred. Mîlly 
doubled ît. She lîked ît full with bows at the corners. 
It was Mîlly who dîscovered the lack of a lookîng- 
glass. 

"At least," she added, ''one you could call one.'* 

It became at once clear to Joanna that Hope must 
hâve somethîng in whîch to look at herself. It 
meant occupation for a gîrl — on wet days. There 
were more ways than one, she knew, of doing haïr, 
although she had made no change in her own way 
since she first met John. Joanna, therefore, know- 
ing the coffee-pot would not serve as mirror to a 
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young woman newly finîshed, made her way up to 
the Normans. Lady Agnes's good looks must con- 
stantly be mîrrored. 

Joaiina walked along the dusty road ; dîved down 
a lane with an exclamation of thanksgîvîng ; walked 
between îts hîgh hedges; looked at the sky that 
shone between them ; laughed with the birds ; envîed 
them theîr flight, while her shoes were dusty and her 
gait ungraceful. 

When she was corne to the great park gâtes, she 
surveyed her shoes, decided they were too dusty to 
tread the carpets of Lady Agnes's rooms, passed 
through the gâtes, and set off over the long grass 
înto the bracken to clean them — and chanced upon 
John's patron. 

"You, Mrs. John?" he exclaîmed; and his blue 
eyes danced to the tune of her grey ones, for Joan- 
na's eyes always danced at the sîght of the man who 
had gîven John so good a livîng and so gênerons a 
patronage. She never asked herself why his eyes 
danced, because she knew she was comical enough 
to make the most serions man laugh — if he had an 
eye for dress and a sensé for fashion. "And what 
are you doîng trespassing?" he asked. 

"Waiting your forgiveness of those that trespass 
against you," she answered; then added: "I hâve 
come to ask Lady Agnes to lend me a mirror/' 

"A lookîng-glass?" 

''Yes, for a bedroom." 

''Notforyourself?" 
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Then ît entered înto the mînd and from thence 
înto the tongue of Joanna to tell him that up till 
now John's eyes had been her mirror. She knew he 
would not applaud hîs understandîng of her foolish- 
ness. 

He laughed. ** But serîously — " 

''Serîously — Hope'îs coming home." 

''Thedaughter?" 

"The daughter — moreover, she is finished. She 
wîll be the only finished thîng in the house, and 
John and I are feeling a little ravelled — unstitched 
— undone — out at elbows." 

Mr. Norman had had John's sermon on his mind 
for some time. He must find out about it and he did. 
Without any difficulty at ail Joanna told him — the 
last bit had been her half-sheet to a friend. It was 
ail so simple — just a mistake — it was about Hope. 

"Do you Write ail his sermons?" 

Joanna said, "Not ail!" 

"This one made a great impression, and Agnes 
tells me you hâve the girl in the house." 

Joanna said they had — where else should she 
go? To the church for sanctuary? It was no longer 
done. Her,mother had other children at home ; there 
remained the vicarage. It was next door to the 
church, after ail. 

They walked on in silence — walked on until 
Joanna had shaken the dust from her shoes. 

"If she wants anything — you will let Agnes give it 
to her — through you, of course," said Mr. Norman. 
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"I thînk," saîd Joanna, "she has everythîng ex- 
œpt the looking-glass." 

They passed into the house. John's patron had 
not been speakîng of Hope; but he did not say so. 
Joanna did not thînk he had been speaking of Hope, 
but she did not say so. 

The great coolness — and perhaps the cool great- 
ness — of the house struck Joanna afresh. It was ail 
so well-ordered — the flowers în the big bowls were 
beautifully arranged — that is to say, the flowers 
were beautiful. The gardener no doubt 'did' them 
every moming. What must it be to be 'done* by 
a gardener? Joanna wondered îf he loved one bud 
more than îts brother. Not one was given more 
license — or rather liberty (the words to some may 
mean the same thîng) than another. A studied dis- 
order was attained by a garden hat flung on a 
sofa, besîde it a basket of flowers, a pair of scîssors, 
and a gardenîng glove. In thèse things Joanna 
recognised Lady Agnes's concession to the pictur- 
esque. 

At the Sound of voîces Lady Agnes came înto 
the hall. She made a pretty fuss over Joanna — 
was af raid she was hot ! And Joanna said she never 
showed what she did n't feel. 

" You dear,'* said Lady Agnes, hopîng it was the 
right thing to say. 

Had Lady Agnes a mirror she could lend? Joanna 
put the question at once. She would not stay under 
false pretences. She had not corne to talk about the 
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wcather or people — or MîIIy. She had corne to beg 
the loan of a lookîng-glass. 

*'A large one?*' asked Lady Agnes, thînkîng of 
one or two she would be glad to get rid of — stored 
în the attics. 

Joanna thought Hope's face was neîther small nor 
large : her eyes were large. 

**I see: of course she shall hâve ît. Now corne 
and talk to me." 

" I could talk better — and say kînder thîngs — îf 
those roses were în water," said Joanna. 

"Absurd person: they are accustomed to ît — 
corne." And Joanna suffered herself to be drawn 
down on to a wîde sofa, so wîde that her legs stuck 
out before her, and at the end of her legs were her 
feet, and on her feet were her shoes. They were not 
dusty, but that was ail that could be saîd for them. 

"So Hope îs comîng home?" saîd Lady Agnes. 

"Yes," saîd Joanna; and she tumed her toes în 
till they met. 

''Areyou glad?" 

"Very glad," answered Joanna; and she tumed 
her toes out. 

" What wîU she do? How wîU she amuse herself? 
You must brîng her to dîne." 

'*0h, thank you, there are the goats," saîd Jo- 
anna; and she clapped her feet together and got 
up to go. "And John," then she added, "wîU be 
expectîng me." 

Lady Agnes kept her. There was much to say. 
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Most of ît was that îf Hope were dull, Joanna must 
send her up to play with the children. 

''How are they?" asked Joanna. 

'*So well," answered Lady Agnes, ecstatically, 
and Faîth tugged at the heart-strings of Joanna. 

The Norman children brought the mîrror down 
în the pony-cart. It took Milly in the middie, with 
a chîld on eîther sîde, to carry ît, and then there were 
the candiestîcks left în the cart. They brought the 
mîrror out on to the lawn — so lîke children — 
where Joanna was gardening, and at the sound of 
their voices she looked up to find herself face to face 
with an elderly woman — so she described her — on 
her knees. She did not for a moment recognîse her 
own reflectîon în the gilded mîrror that Milly stead- 
îed (if Milly had turned the glass a very différent 
reflectîon would hâve been hers) . 

"We Ve brought ît, Mrs. Templar," cried Diana; 
"Toby made faces în it ail the way down. He nearly 
made himself sick." 

" I did n't," said Toby — ît would take more 
than that to make him sîck. 

"The faces were so awfully good, I mean," said 
Diana. 

"Oh, well," said Toby, conciliated. He was back 
from his first term at school where his faces had 
won him a considérable renown, although no men- 
tion was made of it in his report. "They joUy soon 
say what you can't do," said Toby, suffering under 
the petty injustices of things în gênerai; "they — " 
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He stopped to show what he could do in the way of 
face-making while he remembered it. 

*'But it isn't so bad, Toby," said Diana, ''and 
you were too young to go to school really, were n't 
you?" 

" No, I was n't." Then tuming to Joanna he said: 
''How are the goats?" 

Joanna said they were very well. Could he see 
them? And judge for himself ? Undoubtedly he could. 
Diana did n*t care for goats ; she would stay with 
the pony. 

'*Just imagine not liking goats — rum things, 
girls! I say — what do they like?" asked Toby. 

Milly smiled. Joanna and Toby walked off arm- 
in-arm. Milly and the looking-glass were left on 
the lawn. The glass was propped up against a 
garden seat. Milly knelt down, sank back on her 
heels, and gazed at her reflection. She had no idea 
she was like that. It was a frightened, beautiful 

— tragically beautiful — face that looked back at 
her. Her hands stole to her hair. She puUed it this 
way and that ; there were soft masses of it under her 
muslin cap. She pushed the cap to the back of her 
head and loosened her hair. She was still undecided 
which way was the most becoming to her when 
Joanna came back and found her undecided. 

It was no longer a matter for goats to deal with 

— or swallows — Joanna knew that, or idiots even, 
like herself. She stood rooted to the ground, unable 
to move, unable to speak. 
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"I was only lookîng," whispered Mîlly. 

"I Icnow," saîd Joanna; "why should n*t you?'* 

There was a pause. The gîrl on the ground ; Joanna 
standing above her; the mirror reflecting the crouch- 
îng beauty of the one — the short skîrt and bad 
shoes of the other. Then Joanna saîd, '*Milly — 
God gave it to you. What are you going to do wîth 
it?" 

"It was her ladyship sent ît — for Miss Hope. 
Shall I carry ît upstaîrs?" 

"No, I wîll," saîd Joanna. And she càrried ît în 
aod Mîlly followed bdiînd wîth the two candlestîcks 
— a quaînt procession. Whîch procession Martha 
watched from the wîndow. 



VII 

"If you find them quîte impossible, my dear 
diîld, you must let Miss Harper know — but do 
try to make the best of them. And Hope? If your 
father — you do call him that — should tell you 
what I hâve said in my letter about you (I hâve 
said you are not a David Cox, that 's ail) — don't 
misunderstand me. One has to put things so plaînly 
to a man of that kind. Don't you hâve to wake him 
up before you speak to him? Some of the girls were 
so funny about it." 

Hope winced. 

"I am only trying to cheer you up, Be brave, 
dear, — we ail hâve something to put up with, — 
my dear old father hâtes dressing for dînner." 

Thus spake Hope's drawing-mîstress, — who had 
yet something to leam of perspective, — through 
the window of the railway carriage, to Hope who 
was bound for Up and Down. 

Hope thanked her: wondered why she wore a 
yellow jersey and an orange tie — wondered if she 
changed for dinner, and into what — promised to 
try and put up with Joanna and John, and stood 
at the window to see the last of her. Miss Dane 
walked a few steps along with the slow-moving 
train, her hand on the window-frame. 

"There's that Lady Somebody Something, is n't 
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there? I saw her pîcture in an îUustrated weeldy 
the other day — so she 's certain to be ail right — 
l 'm so glad to hâve seen you off — Remember you 
will never sketch if you don't wash well." 

Miss Dane let go, and Hope leant out to see that 
she was safe — waved to her and sat down. *'Jo- 
mammy has never been in a weekly illustrated — 
I wonder if I shall ever be — " she thought. She 
looked out of the window. Miss Dane was n't a 
lady. What would it be like livîng with Daddy John 
and — How could she civilise them? Yet people 
loved them? But did the right kind of people love 
them? When Jomammy recovered from an illness 
the parishioners subscribed and gave her a cake- 
basket. Were they the right kind of people? Was 
the expression of their affection in good taste? She 
hoped she had n't made them out too bad — Miss 
Dane-might tell the other girls — and she did n't 
want to be pitied. She had n't asked them to the 
breakîng-up party. Nearly ail the other girls had 
had parents there. But then they were real parents, 
Real parents you could n't help: tut adopted par- 
ents you had every right to criticise — and to keep 
in the background — if you chose. In common jus- 
tice she was bound to admit that, from what she 
could hear from other girls, no real father was 
more tender than Daddy John — but the real father 
was less odd — infinitely less odd. There was one 
gîrl at school who had said the right kind of odd- 
ness was an enormous asset. What was the right 
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kînd? It was very difficult. Why should Mîss Dane 
hâve dared to criticise John and Joanna? She had 
n't the slightest conception — had n't the gumptîon 
to conceîve — how good they were. Hope was very 
proud of them — really. Her eyes filled wîth tears. 
Perhaps she was proud, but just for fun (she was 
very young) she began to pîcture what a home- 
coming mîght be. To a luxurious home, with a 
distînguished father waîtîng on the wîde doorsteps 
— behînd him a beautiful (fragile or imperious) 
mother. At one side a butler — most dignified, and 
at the other footmen, and a deerhound or a boar- 
hound, whichever ate most — or just an ordinary dog 
so long as it was big — so long as it was broad. At 
the Windows old nurses, maids, housekeepers, house- 
maids, sackbuts and psalterers — She was asleep. 

Daddy John met her at the station. No real 
father could hâve been more delighted to see her — 
the pleasure he showed was almost embarrassing 
(considering — as Miss Harper had said — he could 
not be expected to feel the real thîng, Hope must 
remember that), but he need not hâve asked the 
ticket-collector if she had grown. 

Joanna waited at the vicarage — at the gâte — 
Milly at the window behind a curtain; she was 
crying. No one knew that, so it did n't matter, in 
Milly's eyes. She often cried, oftener than any one 
knew, especially when Mrs. Templar was kind, and 
she was always kind. That was harder to bear than 
anything. She was kînd in such a funny way. Milly 
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could not hâve descrîbed ît if she had tried. She 
would hâve got no nearer to it than thîs — not so 
near — that Mrs. Templar was always sayîng she 
was sorry, just as if she had trodden on Milly's toe; 
apologîsîng always she was — or seemed to be ! As 
a matter of fact she was apologîsîng to Milly for the 
sîns of a cîvilîsatîon, but Milly dîd not know that. 
She knew nothing of civilisation, or what barba- 
rians it can make of peoples. 

Joanna looked first at John, then at the girl. 
Beside her he looked small. She was so straight, 
so splendîd, so young — so critîcal ! She looked at 
Joanna as though Joanna were the opposition 
team at a hockey match. 

'*How funny it îs!" Hope said, stepping out of 
the carriage, with a dignity assumed to impress 
Joanna. ** I imagined it ail so much bigger — even 
Daddy John has shrunk. You were never bîg, Jo- 
mammy, were you?" 

There was enough tendemess hère to hâve satisfied 
some adopted mothers; but not Joanna. '*I never 
was," she said, and she drew the girl's arm through 
hers. *'What does it feel like to be finished?" she 
asked, patting Hope's hand. 

Hope laughed. She had never felt so big as she 
felt beside this small, elderly woman — yet so ab- 
surdly young-looking — wîtîi the grey eyes, the 
grey hair, and the delightful expression. She won- 
dered what her own mother had been like — quite 
différent from Jomammy, of course. 
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Joanna took Hope to her bedroom and Hope 
stood in raptures before the great lookîng-glass — 
great compared with the rest of the things in the 
room. The pink bows were hopelessly wrong. The 
f rame of the mîrror was Italian, gilded, rîchly carved, 
though the gîlding in places showed red. The glass 
was flanked by two tall candlestîcks, as tall as many 
a baby of two, so Joanna had said, who measured 
most things by the growth of the babies in which 
she and Béatrice were interested. 

"Where did they corne from?" asked Hope; and 
when she was told she expressed great interest and 
pulled her fair hair this way and that, and looked 
anxiously at herself in the mirror; then, reassured, 
she smiled. Was Lady Agnes just the same? 

Joanna said she had n't grown. 

"But she is very tall,'* said Hope. 

" Yes — very tall — and very finished.'* 

*' Describe her better than that/* 

"She makes me feel what a child must feel who 
goes to a party wearing blacked leather buttoned 
boots and a serge dress, when ail the other chil- 
dren are dressed in muslin and lace and white satin 
shoes — Is that a better description?" 

"It could not be better — only I believe you 
could hâve gone, as a child, dressed anyhow to any 
party." 

Joanna smiled. Hope may hâve meant it for a 
compliment. 

Joanna walked in 'blacked leather buttoned 
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boots' from the door of Hope's bedroom and she 
wrote in her book: *' A very beautiful young woman, 
quite finished — true to type — wrapped in the 
tissue paper of conventionality, arrived at the home 
of her bewildered parents to-day. God grant that 
they may not disappoint her. The Révérend John 
was frightened and looked to the irreverent Joanna 
for strength and found her but a broken rééd. In 
time the young woman may appear less perfect, 
and in proportion to her falling ofï her parents may 
pick up." 

**l was not only frightened, Joanna," said John, 
when she read what she had written; *'I was afraîd 
with a very great amazement — she's so tall." 

'*Faith would hâve been small,*' mused Joanna. 

** Who knows?'* said John. 

** You do perfectly, John." 

Joanna knew it was not Hope's fault that she was 
tall and splendid and finished; but neither was it 
hers nor John's. Faults in a child, for which she and 
John could hâve held each other happily responsible, 
would hâve been faults easily borne with and quickly 
corrected — if not discovered, after ail, to be vir- 
tues. The book of her chroniclîng Joanna locked 
away in a drawer. Hope would fiU the book to the 
exclusion of everything else, if she let her in. Joanna 
would wait till she and John should be alone again 
when there would be nothing worth chronicling. 

As Joanna was locking the drawer in which she 
had put the book, Hope came into the room. 
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"Who îs the gîrl I met on the staîrs?*' she asked. 

*'0h — Mîlly/' answered Joanna. 

''AndwhoisMilly?" 

*'MilIy? — she îs housemaîd — when Martha 
allows her to be — " 

"And?" asked Hope. 

*' Waît one moment — I must speak to Martha — 
Milly îs Milly Don — you will remember Mrs. 
Don—" 

Hope stood lookîng out of the window and Jo- 
anna went to find Martha. 

"Martha?" she said. 

Martha was burnishîng a copper pan — 

"Ma'am?" 

" I just wanted to say — îf Miss Hope asks any- 
thing about Milly — I want to tell her myself ." 

Martha looked at her face reflected in the copper 
pan. " You can't go by faces, ma'am, never thought 
much of them myself," she saîd; then added, ** What 
should Jtell?" 

" Why not you as well as any one else?" 

"Is ît for me to cast stones?" 

"Martha — Idid not—" 

"It's ail right, ma'am, ît's thèse home-comîngs 
— they *re upsettîng thîngs. I remember goîn* home 
to my mother — I could n't brîng myself to knock at 
the door — at last I knocked — and she opened it." 

"And?" said Joanna softly, knowing what that 
home-comîng must hâve been both to mother and 
child. 
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" She put out her arms and saîd — în a feelîn* sort 
of a way — * You're your poor father ail over' — '* 

''Andthen?" 

"Then? — Well, we had supper — so far as I 
remember — bloaters — youVe got to eat some- 
how." 



VIII 

Meeting MîUy on the staîrs had upset Hope. 
When she left her room, she was delighted wîth 
herself , her looks, wîth the impression she had evi- 
dently made upon Joanna. She met Milly and 
straightway felt as if she had been a candie blown 
out — by a gust of wind — a wind soft, delicious — 
a wind that blows across fields of flowers — a happy, 
frolicking wind: but it had extinguished Hope, and 
Milly was only a girl from the village — Mrs. Don's 
girl — and had no right to extinguish any one. 
Jomammy was impossible. It was absurd to hâve 
expected her to be anything else. But — Hope 
found Milly fascinating. She told Joanna so and Jo- 
anna agreed: Milly was fascinating. But that Hope 
should see it at once gave her food for thought. Hope 
was always talking about her. In her admiration 
there lurked also a certain amount of curîosity — 
not altogether a healthy curiosity. After thinking 
for some time Joanna told Hope the particular 
danger of Milly's kind of fascination. Hope said 
nothing, but went out înto the garden, walked 
about, then went indoors and cried — a thing she 
rarely did, unless at the passing of a fire-engine in 
London. Having cried she went to Joanna and said : 
" I knew — I already knew — what you told me — 
I don't mean about Milly in particular, but about 
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those things in gênerai, but you told ît to me — dif- 
jerenUy: I wish you had been the first to tell me." 

And Joanna took the girl in her arms and drew her 
down until her head rested where Faith had lain ail 
thoee years. ''It should always be told differendy,'* 
she said sof tly. 

" But Miss Harper would say ît was only encour- 
aging — " began Hope, fighting for the principles of 
her Principal (it was Miss Harper who had finished 
her). 

'* I wonder," saîd Joanna, " if Miss Harper speaks 
from expérience." 

"She has great expérience wîth girls — ordinary 
girls, of course, I mean." 

''Of course, ordinary girls," said Joanna. 

There were many things to puzzle Hope. She was 
to be pitied. She had come home to a house where 
everything was done as Miss Harper would hâve 
said it should not be done. Her digestion was good 
or it must hâve suffered acutely. Meals were eaten 
when John and Joanna were there to eat them. If 
an old woman must be visited, the soup must wait 
— or go with them, for the old woman. If a sick 
child must be nursed, it was no time to dine. 

"They are impossible people," wrote Hope to 
her friends, "but they are really sincère, I am sure 
of that; they can't like being so uncomfortable." 

Her first Sunday in church was an hour and a 
half of acute discomfort. During the sermon some 
one snored, and John said: "If that is a man or a 
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woman snorîng, wake them up — îf ît 's a chîld, let 
ît sleep on." She escaped a village sermon, but that 
she did not know (John preached on the Prodigal 
Son, whîch couid not hâve appiied to her — in any 
way). If she escaped a village sermon, nothing 
escaped her. She knew exactiy what Lady Agnes 
wore — ached to know what it was Mr. Norman 
whispered to Lady Agnes — envying the happy in- 
timacy it suggested — longed to know if they liked 
John and Joanna, or were only amused by them — 
an imimense différence this to a sensitive relative. 

When John pronounced the Blessing she was 
greatly relieved and greatly blessed. That was the 
curions part of it. Disapproving intensely of the 
whole thing, she felt the better for it. She felt a spirit 
of worship without knowing what ît was she felt. 
She was even afraîd she mîght be converted without 
knowing it — if she was n't caref ul. A most uncom- 
fortable state of affairs, before she had seen any- 
thing of the world; before she had even dined at 
Up and Down Park. From her earlîest childhood 
she had dreaded a sudden conversion. Joanna re- 
membered her sayîng of two elderly spînsters in the 
village: "Miss Jones knows the very day and the 
hour when she was converted; Miss Blane does n't 
know the day or the hour — but anyhow it 's made 
them both very ugly!" 

Hope was very young when she saîd that ; but she 
still felt it would be very dîstressing if she became 
ugly before she had dined at Up and Down Park. 
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On comîng back f rom church she hurrîed to her room 
and looked at herself in the big glass. She was not 
ugly — but then she was not converted, in spite o£ 
John 's blessing. 

The following momîng a note came from Lady 
Agnes 2isking Mr. and Mrs. Templar and Hope to 
dinner. 

*'The man îs waiting," said Hope. "You can't 
décide in a hurry." 

**Why not?" asked Joanna; ''I thought you had 
decided to go — whether they aisked you or not?" 

''Yes — butyou— " 

"I hâve no difficulty whatever." 

"I only meant," said Hope, ''that if you did n't 
feel inclined — " 

"Togo?" 

"Yes; I mean — Lady Agnes would understand." 

" Understand what ? " 

" Why you don't want to go — " 

"And why should I not want to go? It is my duty 
to go — for your sake." 

" Yes, yes," murmured John. 

For Hope's sake they would go. For her sake she 
would rather they had stayed at home. What would 
they look like? 

The evenîng came. The fly was at the door. 
Daddy John was ready, waiting in the hall. He was 
wearing the trousers he wore at funerals, — Hope 
was sure of that. But he looked — very like a clergy- 
man — he might hâve looked worse. She was so re- 
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lîeved that she laîd her hand on hîs arm and saîd he 
looked quite Smart. He flushed with pleasure. '*You 
must waît and see your mother/* he saîd. 

Hope waited and again the visîon of what a 
mother mîght be sprang to her mînd — a fair wo- 
man, in sequîns always (not in the least what most 
people would hâve chosen for a mother). The ap- 
pearance of John had given Hope courage. Both he 
and Jomammy were dears, really. When Joanna 
appeared at the head of the stairs — foUowed closely 
by Martha, who was happily weepîng — an ex- 
clamation of delighted surprise broke from John's 
lips. Joanna was transformed. Joanna, showing at 
least three inches of a very white skin through the 
discreetly opened bodice, was certainly a révélation. 
Her dress was sparsely sequined, but sequined. 

Hope was not sure whether the dress was put on 
hind part before or not . . . yet the V-shaped bit 
must hâve been meant for the front. So she decided 
ît was the skirt that was on the wrong way round. 
'*Is it ail in one?" she asked. 

"It was," answered Joanna, ''but Martha di- 
vided it so that it can serve a double purpose." 

It was Martha's fault, then, thought Hope. No 
wonder she cried. 

But if Hope had but known ! It was at the beauty 
of her mistress Martha cried. Never before had 
Mrs. Templar thrown herself bodily into the quick- 
sands of temptation — she and Mr. Templar had 
always been so faithful one to the other — their 
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tastes în cookîng were simple too — they lîked plaîn 
things. "AU the better for me," thought Martha, 
and so back to her happy weepîng. 

Seated opposite her strange parents in the fly that 
conveyed them slowly f rom the vîcarage to Up and 
Down Park, Hope studied them with what she 
îmagîned to be impartial eyes. John was almost 
distinguished-looking, if quaint. Joanna was quaint 
and not undistinguished-looking. You would cer- 
tainly distinguish her in a crowd as being différent 
from any one else. She looked supremely happy, as 
a child looks going to her first pantomime — happy, 
yet a little apprehensive, with a flush on her chçeks 
and a question in her eyes — would the giants be 
real and bigger than churches? It was at Hope*s 
beauty she smiled. Hope moved her head this way 
and that so that Joanna might catch the sparkle 
of the pciste omament in her haïr. Joanna would 
rather hâve had Hope's hair without omament : its 
pure gold was in itself a crown. She said so. 

"But you are not smart, Jomammy," said Hope, 
and Joanna knew it. Hope wore a frock she had 
been assured every one was wearing — so she was 
well content. She wondered if Lady Agnes would 
wear one like it. She was near enough to London to 
know what was being wom. 

"Are you proud of our child, John?" asked Jo- 
anna; and John, moved too deeply for words, laid 
his hand on Hope's and pressed it gently. 

^"Daddyjohn?" 
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"Mychîld." 

" You won't ask Benjamin îf he admires me, wîll 
you?" 

John promised he would not; but he dîd; and 
Benjamin, drawîng the lash of his whip across the 
old horse's back, said what any absent-minded fa- 
ther would hâve expected the driver of any fly to 
say. And the conséquence was Hope went into the 
Normans* drawîng-room with a flaming colour in 
her cheeks, and the world said, "What wonderfui 
colouring the Templar girl has — quite brilliant!" 
So drivers of village flys may be bom for more 
things — and greater things — than driving. 

Joanna had not been many minutes in the room 
before she discovered she was wearing her bedroom 
slippers — the plaj^hings of any puppy that had 
happened their way. It was dîsconcerting: but of 
so simple a faith was Joanna that, for the space of 
two seconds, she closed her eyes and prayed that 
her feet might pass unnoticed on their way from 
the drawing-room to the dining-room — the rest 
she could manage herself — and then, of^ening her 
eyes, tucked her feet away. It was quite easy. She 
did not suppose she would be called upon to play 
*hunt the slipper/ It was not a parochial enter- 
tainment. She wished it were. There was many 
a wom face she loved in the village. The wom 
faces hère she found less lovable. The tiaras spoilt 
their expression — emphasising the womness — tak- 
îng away from the gentleness. 
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People in the country hâve few opportunîtîes of 
wearîng theîr tîaras. Lady Agnes aflForded those 
she knew an opportunîty once a year. On which oc- 
casîon she herself wore nothîng în her hair — nothing 
round her neck — nothîng on her fingers ; sometimes 
a rope of pearls around her waist. It depended on her 
mood. "Such a funny place to wear pearls," once 
saîd one of her guests. 

"It must take a long rope," saîd another — a 
woman; but she had only the slîghtest possible 
foundation for makîng such a remark, and a dîsplay 
of temper hurt Lady Agnes as lîttle as a dîsplay of 
dîamonds would hâve done. She could hâve dîs- 
played both îf she had chosen. Hope wîshed she had 
not wom the glîtterîng omament în her haïr. She 
could n't tuck ît away as Joanna dîd her slîppers. 
And her frock was not în the least lîke Lady Ag- 
nes's. She had seen dozens of models, but none lîke 
hers. Later on în the evenîng, when some one ad- 
mîred Lady Agnes's frock, she saîd, "It's rather 
joUy, îs n't ît? my maîd made ît," — whîch Hope dîd 
not belîeve. Two or three people told Hope she had 
grown, Two or three saîd they had known her sînce 
she was * so hîgh.' The thought that no one could say 
he had known her sînce she was bom troubled her. 

A young man întroduced to her saîd, "Don't you 
get tîred of people who hâve known you ever sînce 
you were bom?" 

Hope could n't say she had never met one, so she 
^aîd: "Dead tîred." 
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Tell me/* continuée! the youth, ''who îs the 
Johnny who looks like a martyr about to be thrown 
to the lions?" 

'•Myfather." 

"Oh— I meant the other." 

**No, you didn't; he's much too fat — besîdes, 
it's a compliment; it means my father looks like a 
saint." 

"He does," said the young man. 

"He is," returned Hope, and she glowed with a 
sensé of satisfaction at having championed Daddy 
John. She was loyal. She had made up for lots of 
things she had thought. 

"And your mother?" asked the young man. 
Hope told him which was Joanna. He tumed and 
looked at Hope. " How surprised they must be when 
they wake up in the moming." 

"Atwhat?" 

"Can't you guess? Why, at you!" 

This was ail very pleasant to Hope. It was quite 
clear that however dear and delightful John and 
Joanna might be they were not the parents any 
one would expect to be hers. She had always felt it 
and known it. Dinner was announced and Hope 
watched the procession of guests pass — not one man 
like John : not one woman like Joanna. Yet the man 
who walked with Joanna looked quite happy: and 
the woman who walked with John, happily reli- 
gions — dévote even. You had only to corne into 
contact with John to feel that — the woman's hand 
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lay on hîs arm. Hope was pleased to find herself 
amused by her parents; this mîght prove the solu- 
tion of her dîfficulty. The young man who had al- 
ready shown an înterest in John said he was sure 
the martyr was a flirty monkey, which sally seemed 
extraordinarîly witty to Hope. And of course she 
fell in love with the young man who made it — 
just as she was bound to fall in love with every 
young man she met — whether he were eamest 
or gay — during the first few weeks of her émanci- 
pation. She had been wamed against it as a great 
danger — told to fight against it: but at this her 
first dinner she fell wholesomely in love with the man 
who took her in. She fell in love with his studs, his 
links, with the way his hair grew. Loved him for the 
mystery of his everyday life — so hidden from her 
— so difficult to understand, to imagine. He talked 
of horses, dogs, and grooms. It ail sounded so rich, 
so happy. He had just the kind of home she longed 
to hâve — such good breakfasts. His mother 
hunted. That alone was an extraordinary thing to 
hâve, a hunting mother. Imagine Jomammy hunt- 
îng! 

Then the young man confided in her — asked her 
advice. About his moustache? Did she lîke him 
without one? Of course, she had never seen him 
with one. "It was a companion," he admîtted. 
*'But I shaved it off because it was n't trying." 

Hope thought she liked him without. . 

*'You do like me then?" he asked. 
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The dînner was much too short. After dînner 
Mr. Norman talked to Hope, and mostly of Joanna. 
Naturally he was not so înteresting as the young 
man had been. The young man was talkîng to an- 
other gîrl. The girl was laughîng. Hope wondered 
at what? Was he askîng her about hîs moustache? 

Joanna had thrown ail restraînt to the wînds and 
was sitting wîth her slippers plaînly vîsîble (treat- 
îng prayer as people so often treat ît — makîng 
an answer a practîcal împossibîlity). After ail, she 
reasoned wîth herself , there could be no doubt as to 
what had happened. There were people in the world 
ungenerous enough to belîeve that a woman with a 
hole în the heel of her stockîng must hâve started 
out with a hole în the heel of her stockîng; but no 
one could suppose she Qoanna) had meant to wear 
bedroom slîppers. If it had been blacked leather 
buttoned boots there mîght hâve been doubt ex- 
pressed: but thîs was no * blacked-leather-but- 
toned-boot* night. Oh, she was enjoyîng herself 
so! And of what was she talkîng? Worms — just 
garden worms. But ît does not matter of what you 
talk so long as ît îs to the rîght lîstener: to the lîs- 
tener who looks înterested. In that there îs art. 

Lady Agnes asked the man who had taken Jo- 
anna în to dînner how he had got on. '* Delîghtfully," 
he answered, "most charmîng woman. She told me 
how to rîd my lawns of worms — spread mustard 
upon them and the worms come to the surface. I 
don't take mustard myself ; but I shall hâve no dîffi- 
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culty în procurîng ît. One îs bound to hâve mustard 
în the house," he murmured, thinking perhaps: *'If 
mustard, why not Joanna? " How delîghtf ul ît would 
be if he could feel certain of finding her always in 
the house — somewhere. 

"She's a darling," saîd Lady Agnes; "I must n't 
take you away from her/' And back to Joanna he 
went, only to find her surrounded. 

**What is ît about the woman?" asked Lady 
Agnes of another man. 

''She's so human; isn't that ît?" he answered; 
and Lady Agnes supposed ît was. 

And John — what of John? 

His evenîng was happily without hîstory until he 
rose to go: then, în sayîng good-bye to the kind 
woman who had taken him în, not only to din- 
ner but durîng the whole evenîng — he bent down 
and kissed her. '*Good-night, dear," he saîd. *'I 
shan't be long," and went on his way undismayed. 

And the woman, straîghtenîng her tîara, saîd: 
" After ail, he îs a parson, and to be kissed by a man 
who does n't know he 's doing ît leaves no stain on a 
woman's réputation. Agnes, my dear, you Ve given 
us a most delightfully and unexpectedly amusing 
evenîng." 

But Hope? She was crushed — dîsgraced. Any 
one who remembers what ît was to be young will 
réalise how crushed, how dîsgraced. 

*'What îs ît, dear?" asked John, layînghis hand 
on hers as they drove home. 
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"You kîssed that funny old thîng wîth dîamond 
comsheaves on her head?" 

**He could hardly hâve chosen more hàppily, 
my chîld," saîd Joanna. *'I admit that în his posi- 
tion he ran a risk în kissîng any woman : but it îs to 
his crédit that he chose the oldest woman in the 
room, and I believe the sieepiest. And you must 
remember, Hope, he kisses me at ten o'clock every 
evening and has done so for years — a man cannot 
break himself of a habit ail at once. Therefore at 
ten o'clock he kisses. John!" she saîd, layîng her 
hand on his, **you kîssed Mrs. Strong, wife of the 
member for DuUîng; don't do it again." 

"I don't remember," saîd John; '*it was a very 
pleasant evening." 

So perhaps John, like Erasmus, found kîssîng 'a 
custom which cannot be too much admired.' It îs 
not remembered against Erasmus that he found it 
so; but rather does it redound to his crédit. For to 
find a divine human,' makes humanîty more eager 
to model itself upon the divinity — the human side 
of it, at ail events. 

"There's some rouge on your cheek," saîd Hope 
to John. 

*'Dear,dear!" saîd John. "Ononecheek? Then 
I stand exonerated. You may hâve read that a lady 
once asked of the Archbishop of Paris if the devout 
mîght wear rouge, or was ît forbidden by the Church. 
'Madam,' replied the Prelate, *by some Qiurch- 
men it is forbidden, and this perhaps seems too 
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strict: by others ît îs allowed; perhaps you may 
think this too lax! I should advise a middle course. 
Wear ît on one cheek and not on the other/ " And 
John sought to wîpe the rouge from hîs cheek. 

"Archbîshops must know, of course," saîd Jo- 
anna, ''but I should hâve saîd the mîddle course 
was the nose," — and she slept. 

Hope knew why the young man wîth the haïr and 
the studs and the lînks dîd not call. Youth knows 
so much: would be so wîse îf it knew less, and would 
no longer be young îf ît knew ît knew nothîng. Why 
the young man dîd not call was thîs: When he had 
asked the other gîrl îf she admîred Hope, the other 
gîrl had shaken her well-groomed, well-shaped lîttle 
head and had saîd, "She 's spoîlt herself wîth that 
thîng în her haïr. Where does she corne from?" 

Hope would never know that — although în tîme 
she must dîscover the power of "the other gîrl." 



IX 

HOPE thought contînually of MîIIy. She dîd not 
lîke her, dîd not want to speak to her: but she 
sought her in the garden and found her, pickîng fruit. 

"Why did you do it?" she asked. For a moment 
Milly dîd not answer. Hope was ashamed of havîng 
asked the question and supposed Milly was ashamed 
to answer it. "I ought not to hâve asked," she said, 
waiting to hear. 

"What's the harm/' said Milly, "if you want to 
know?" She pushed her haïr ofï her face wîth the 
back of her hand — held up her hand, stained with 
fruit juice and laughed: ** It was the glitterin',' miss, 
I did n't know it was valuable — I Ve seen as good 
in crackers — " 

**The glittering?" asked Hope, puzzled, forced 
against her will to admire the grâce of Milly, the 
beauty of her arms, the delicacy of her features, the 
beauty of her colouring, — "the glittering?" she 
repeated. 

" It was always the same, when I was a child — 
it would be the stars one time — the moon another 
— shining in a puddle — I ran home to get a spoon 
to spoon it up to take home — the water ran 
through my fingers. The shining of Windows in the 
evening, I always wanted them: you don't know 
what it is to want beautiful things." The girl sank 
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on to her heels and looked up to Hope, her face 
alight with expectatîon, pleading for understand- 
îng. Hope was the first who had demanded an ex- 
planation. She had had ît ready for weeks. She 
wanted desperately to make ît. " If the ring had n't 
fallen on the floor and roUed away, and wînked at 
me, I would n't hâve done ît — but ît — Well, 
mîss, I just had to • — I did n't know ît was valuable 

— I saw you through the door last nîght, tryîng on 
a shîny thîng round your head, My word, dîd n't 
ît make you a beauty! That's what I feel about 
things that glitter. I kept ît two or three days be- 
cause of the shînîng — the rîng I mean — and then 
ît was mîssed, and I gave ît up. Yes, I dîd — and I 
did n't say I had n't taken ît on purpose, because I 
did n't see how they could belîeve I had. But I was 
sent home. The lady did n't — prosecute — because 

— I don't belîeve I could hâve borne ît — there 's no 
sun în prison — no moon — no stars — no dew — " 
And Mîlly burst înto tears. She had made her ex- 
planatîon. 

" But, Mîlly," saîd Hope amazed, " îs that — what 
you did?" 

MoUy nodded. 

'•Oh!" * 

"But thîevîn"s bad enough — to be accused of 
ît — what more d' you want? D* you want to be 
more sorry for me? You're not for sînners, are 
you? You 're too tîdy — and you may wear glîtterîn* 
thîngs round your head — " 
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"Be quiet, MîUy; I only meant that Mrs. Tem- 
plar thînks — " 

"I don't know what ît îs she thînks, but ît's 
somethîng pretty bad — because she 's so kînd. She 
îs n't one to ask before she forgives. She never dîd 
ask — even af ter she 'd f orgiven. She gave me the 
goats to lcx>k after and the swallowses to watch — " 

"Swallows, Milly," said Hope. 

Of course Hope went straîght to Joanna and told 
her — told her that MîUy was a thîef , neither more 
nor less (she left out most of Milly's explanatîon) , 
and Joanna, most amazîng of women, cried for joy: 
then sobered at the thought how readily she and 
John had believed the worst of the poor chîld. 
Hope was exasperated at Joanna's point of view. 

Joanna went to John and told hîm. She trembled 
with émotion. It is not every one who can find 
joy in discovering a fellow-creature — and one he 
cares for — a thief . 

" We judge too hastily, Joanna," he said. 

"No, no, John, we forgîve too hurriedly — we 
forgive without knowing what it is we forgive." 

*'It is better so. I hâve known forgiveness corne 
too late. Besides — I was going to say — " 

"What?" 

" That, if you had known, you would perhaps not 
hâve been so kînd to the diild — and yet kindness 
may hâve done her some good — even if she is not 
bad enough to deserve it." 

"I think," said Hope, who had joined thèse two 
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impossible people, " that you must try and remember 
she commîtted a theft/' 

Hope saw no occasion for rejoîcîng and, curîously 
enough, Mîlly had ceased either to înterest her or 
annoy her. 

A day or two later Joanna had every reason to re- 
member Hope's words. She mîssed a ring. Itwasof 
small value, but undoubtedly ît glittered. She had 
taken ît from her dressîng-case, wondering îf she 
should gîve ît to Mîlly. Would ît satîsfy her cravîng 
for somethîng that glîttered? Or would ît be pan- 
dering to her? Weakenîng her power of résolution? 
She decîded ît would — was sorry that she must dé- 
cide so — knew that îf she had been the wif e of a 
tînker, taîlor, soldier, or saîlor, she would hâve de- 
cîded otherwîse: but, beîng the wife of a clergyman, 
— she put the rîng on the dressîng-table. 

Goîng to her room later în the day to count the 
money în the mîssîonary boxes, she mîssed the rîng. 
She looked for ît everywhere and could not find ît; 
so she proceeded to count the pennîes în the boxes. 
How many pennîes would ît take to teach a little 
black gîrl or boy not to steal? 

There was Mîlly not taught yet. How many 
pennîes would ît take to teach Mîlly — how 
many? 

Joanna arranged the pennîes în heaps of twelve. 
Among them, nodoubt, were MîUy's pennies, pennîes 
she had gîven generously of her poverty. Joanna did 
not know what to say to Mîlly. She could not tell 
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her of what she had thought her guîlty before. Poor, 
innocent, beautîf ul child ! She could not accuse her 
now of theft on the slender évidence of a missing 
ring. Ten piles of pennies — ten piles of twelve 
pennies. What are ten piles of pennies among mil- 
lions of little black boys? 

Joanna had put temptation in Milly's way. She 
had been so busy shielding her f rom one temptation 
that she had driven her into another. She had 
taken her from the village, believing danger to lie 
there where men were. She had failed hopelessly. 
She should hâve been anything rather than the wife 
of a clergyman — the wife of any man better than 
the wife of a clergyman. She thought of the day 
when she had told her f ather she was going to marry 
John Templar. 

"And you think you are fitted to be the wife of 
a clergyman?" her f ather had said; adding — *'He 
is going to be a clergyman?" 

'*He is." 

"And you are fitted, you think, to be his wife?" 

"Admirably fitted — since he is certain of it." 

Joanna could still hear the sound of her small 
Voice — almost lost in the big room. 

"Then you are no daughter of mine," said her 
f ather, in no still, small voice. It had edioed in the 
rafters — mocking Joanna as ît played hide and 
seek in the oak beams. 

Josmna remembered how she had gone that day 
into the woods to seek comfort and had found it. 
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Nature had always been to her a healer: a layer-on 
of hands. The leaves whîspered to her ; the branches 
bent down to shelter her; the shadow and sunlight 
played wîth her: the breezes sang to her — or ît 
seemed to her that they dîd — and so, of course, they 
did. 

Now she must go to the woods agaîn to spend the 
day alone and wrestle with the soûl of poor Milly. 
Joanna was achîng with disappointment : not even 
John could comfort her. She had failed and Hope 
knew ît. She walked a mile or two and went înto the 
woods of Up and Down Park. She was certain hère 
of solitude. There was no public path: no one would 
corne. She could think it ail out by herself ; pray 
for Milly; for herself; for John; for Hope; and dé- 
cide on her new dress. There was no reason why she 
should n't pray about that. She hated clothes. She 
sat down — sat perfectly still, her eyes fixed on the 
beautif ul scène bef ore her, — the green of the beeches, 
the délicate tracery of their branches against the 
sky; the slim beauties of their stems, the under- 
growth of brambles, and hère snd there bracken. 
The noises she loved — the scuttling sounds of hurry- 
ing rabbits ; the knocking of woodpeckers ; the sharp 
snapping of little branches; the rustling of leaves — 
ail were sounds dear to her and familiar. Insects 
had no terror for her. The world was theirs as much 
as it was hers. She disliked being bitten and stung ; 
but she did not blâme the biter snd the stinger. 
To them she was there, and was made, but for that 
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purpose. Whatother? Everything in nature îs made 
for some good purpose. Insects must know that as 
well as we do — ît is, no doubt, one of the thîngs they 
are taught when they are young. The squîrrels knew 
her, and trusted her so far as to corne close to her 
where she sat. AU thîs friendliness was for her, and 
in retum for ît ail she had not even the understand- 
ing to save MîUy — a beautîful chîld, given înto 
her hands to mould as she would. She had thought 
her guîlty of a sin she had not committed and for- 
gîven her for what she had not done, and had put 
another temptatîon in her way. Joanna went back 
in her mind — years. Through ail those years she 
saw herself plaîn, uninterestîng, untidy; wîth ugly 
shoes and thick stockings, and belts and skirts that 
dîd n't meet at the waîst; neck-bsuids that would n't 
stand up and hats that would n't stay on — dowdy, 
dowdy , dowdy ! She supposed that îf she had looked 
lîke Agnes Norman • — or as nearly like her as pos- 
sible — she would hâve had more influence wîth 
girls. They would hâve worshipped her, Milly might 
hâve wished to be like her — but nothîng about 
her glittered except the tears in her eyes when she 
— laughed. 

She drew f rom her pocket a page tom f rom a news- 
paper — and read, *'This can be wom as a walk- 
îng gown," — *gown, I must remember that, not 
dress,' — *' or with a very slight altération can be 
fashioned into a garment suitable for the smartest 
occasion. The material hère chosen is a soft crêpe, 
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• 

carried out în a lovely shade of dove grey, the plain 
front panel with a crossover effect at the top would 
be particularly becoming — to — a moderately f uU 
figure. The fitting back îs buttoned above the — 
gathers — df the — skirt — and extended under the 
arms — also — în blue — ît is a graceful — costume 
— with — embroidered — motifs — " Josmna closed 
her eyes, the glintîng sun kissed her eyelids — she 
was asleep. 

John's patron, passing that way with hîs wood- 
man, found her asleep and smiled to see her smiling, 

"It's Mrs. Templar," he said. 

'* Aye," answered the woodman. 

Mr. Norman said she was evîdently tired and the 
woodman said it seemed so, adding that it was little 
wonder , she worked too hard for others — ' ' That *s it ! " 

"She does good?" asked Mr. Norman, anxious to 
hear his choice approved. 

The woodman laughed as he marked a tree. *' Go 
and ask at any cottage, sir; you'U hear the best 
of her f rom the worst. You *11 hear the best of the 
worst from her — she 's one to laugh, too. She cured 
old Rob Saw of his quinsy." 

The squire asked ''How?" He dabbled în patent 
medîcines and strange cures, recommending them to 
others (as healthy people are wont to do) without 
himself trying them. 

'* Just with a joke, sir; made him laugh." 

"We'll do the rest to-morrow, Woodrow. I will 
wait and speak to Mrs. Templar." 
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' Woodrow passed on, and as he went he smiled: 
"A good joke, it was that had cured old Rob • — " 

Mr. Norman sat quite stîU, lookîng through the 
green tracery of branches, finding something in them 
of the beauty Joanna had seen, without understand- 
ing ît so well, perhaps. 

Hîs thoughts would hâve astonîsh'ed Joanna if she 
could hâve known them. He was wishing hîs Diana 
mîght grow up to be another Joanna — as good, as 
gênerons, as gentle a woman — better-dressed, of 
course. How had anythîng so strange happened as 
this little woman, with the power to fascinate, who 
had no beauty — the power to inspire love, who 
never demanded it? 

Joanna awoke — sat up — rubbed her eyes and 
saw John's patron. 

'Tve been asleep," she saîd; "I wish one could 
always sleep out of doors." She dîd not ask why he 
was there, or how long he had been there. The 
woods were his, not hers. They belonged to him as 
much as they dîd to the spider who was crawling 
over her hand. 

With her other hand she broke a twîg f rom a branch 
just over her head, and held ît out to the spider, who 
straîghtway adopted her way of thinking and swung 
îtself to the ground, alightîng besîde John's patron. 
He, great man that he was, moved away and Joanna 
laughed. Then she remembered she had come to 
grîeve. But she could not. It was a lovely world — 
ail green and gold. Green and gold? No, dove grey 
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-— blue, embroîdered with motifs? she remembered. 
What a world — hîdeous! 

**Why are you alone, Mrs. John?" 

She saîd she had corne to think. 

He asked her, About what? 

Why should she tell hîm? she asked. 

Well — he laughed — because, for one thîng, he 
was înterested. That perhaps was not the only rea- 
son. He was înquîsitîve. Put it that way. 

Joanna sat up, locked her hands around her drawn- 
up knees, and wondered where she should begîn. 
How much could she tell this man about Milly with- 
out prejudîcing him agaînst the diild? 

" I don't know where to begin — if only I knew 
what attitude you take towards — ", 

"Sinners?" 

" If you call them so — sinners." 

" I would be guided by you." 

**That is an évasion," said Joanna, and she un- 
clasped her hands and held them out, in a way that 
reminded him of his wife. It was a mannerism of 
hers; Joanna dîd it unconscîously. She held out her 
hands and on the finger of her lef t hand — above the 
weddîng-ring, something glittered. A small ring — 
a band of gold, set with small diamonds. She buried 
her face in her hands; there was no need to tell 
hîm anything about Milly — so she cried, and she 
laughed. 

*' Mrs. John — " he saîd and got no further. There 
was nowhere to go — he was helpless. 
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Joanna lifted a tear-stained face and laughed to 
see the concem în hîs. 

"Tell me what it îs?" he pleaded. 

Joanna told hîm she had failed, faîled hopelessly 
and utterly and rîdîculously. She had belîeved Milly 
guîlty of one thîng, found her innocent of that: 
belîeved her guîlty of another — and now înnocent 
of a thîrd, whîch meant that out of three sîns she 
was înnocent of two and had never meant to com- 
mît the other — a good enough record. Dîd n't he 
thînk so? 

Mr. Norman saîd he did n't know of what Milly 
had been dîscovered guîlty, or of what she had been 
proved innocent. Of course after John's sermon they 
had been forced to belîeve — 

''That sermon — don't!" saîd Joanna. 

"The whole thîng has been wrapped în mystery/' 
saîd Mr. Norman. 

Joanna told hîm the story of the ring ; how she had 
taken it out of her dressing-case meaning to give it 
to Milly, had decided not to — and had evîdently 
slîpped it on to her own finger — without knowing it 
— and, missing it, had belîeved the child had taken it. 

The little ring winked în the sunlight, and John's 
patron had never seen Joanna so happy, or so 
thankful for anything. 

"In order to really love people, you must first 
forgive them?" asked Mr. Norman, — "is that it?" 

"It may be," saîd Joanna, "and after ail ît's not 
80 difficult." 

«9 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

" I hear John's sermons hâve been greatly appre- 
cîated — his village sermons. One old woman says 

— ît 's brought thîngs so close — things — you know 
what she means?" 

Joanna nodded ; she had it in her mind to say it 
was perhaps the old woman's rent day that was 
near, but she didn't. ''Yes, I know. I suppose 
I do." 

''This same old woman tells me she knows a 
young man who was out with a girl the other nîght, 
meaning no good by her (the old woman's words), 
and the young man saîd, as they walked along, they 
were not alone. On the other sîde of the gîrl walked 

— the Stranger. Now, Mrs. John, hâve you failed 

— failed so utterly? Were not the village sermons 
your idea?" 

Joanna shook her head. " I am much too matter- 
of-fact — they were John's idea." 

" You only carried them a little farther than he 
did?" 

" Women always do — given an îdea they run ît 
to death." 

**Yes, that is perhaps what I mean — you took 
ît farther than he did — înto the rooms of the dy- 
ing-?" 

"No, no — that îs John — I am quite aii impos- 
sible person — but I am going to tum over a new 
leaf . Let me read you this — to show you on what 
my heart îs really set — * The material chosen îs a 
8oft crêpe, carried out in a lovely shade of dove- 
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grey* — lîkç your tîe, I expect — 'The plaîn front 
panel with a crossover eflfect — at the top — would 
be partîcularly becoming — to a moderately — full 
figure.' Mr. Norman, it is the people who write that 
and read it that are to me the impossible people. 
Not who Write it; no, they do it for their livîng — " 
"The Stranger would n't know you if you were 
dressed Hke that," said John's patron, rather to 
himself than to Joanna. Joanna did not hear him. 
He was glad. Of thèse things it was not hîs habit to 
speak, nor was it Joanna's to hear things she was 
not meant to hear; but she remembered them. 



X 

The whole question of MUly's future was now 
entîrely altered. She was innocent of most of the 
things she had been suspected of — if not ail. 

Joanna on her happy way home, out of the wood, 
decîded that Elîzabeth should hâve the child. When 
Elîzabeth had stayed at the vîcarage she had sug- 
gested to Joanna that Milly should corne to Lon- 
don and study, with her, bîrd photography — be- 
comîng in due course of tîme her assîstsuit. The 
gîrl loved animais and natural hîstory — adventure 
held her; thèse things were évident. She was longîng 
to spread her wîngs. Joanna wondered how she would 
manage it if she spent the greater part of her tîme 
and the larger part of her person under a square of 
black velvet. *'No, seriously," Elizabeth saîd she 
meant it. Why should not the gîrl come? 

Joanna had been touched by the kindness of 
Elîzabeth: but Mîlly had grievously sînned, Joanna 
thought so then, and there was no gettîng away from 
it. Because her sin affected Joanna profoundly — 
made her feel a mother to ail errîng créatures — ît 
was no reason it should affect others in the same 
way. Usually ît had the very opposite effect. But 
Elîzabeth argued that she knew ail about Mîlly (she 
knew nothing really), and was still ready, in spîte 
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of everythîng, to take her — to take her away from 
ail her other companîons and surroundîngs. 

Hère had been another dîfficulty. Joanna dîd not 
know who her old companions had been. The worst 
of them — the most dangerous — mîght hâve been, 
and mîght still be, în London. ** We don't know the 
man," she had saîd, and Elîzabeth answered that 
she dîd n't eîther; but she knew MîUy, and wanted 
her. Now, Joanna decîded, Elîzabeth should hâve 
MîUy. But she must write first of ail and tell her 
that ît was only of stealîng Mîlly had been suspected. 
Elîzabeth, she knew, would rejoîce wîth her. 

It was an ecstatîc letter Joanna wrote, fuU of 
deep thankf ulness. Now Elîzabeth was accustomed 
to thînk of some sîns as possible — îf not excusable : 
stealîng was not among them. Her face grew grave 
as she read Joanna' s letter. She was not sure she 
could hâve Mîlly, after ail. So much for a point of 
view! 

But Joanna had so little doubt of Elîzabeth's 
delight that she was sending Mîlly, by a certain 
train, then and there; and MîUy arrived, almost as 
soon as Elîzabeth had read the letter, looking very 
beautîful, wîth a narrow ring on her finger and a light 
în her eyes. Dîrectly she saw Miss Column she began 
making bird noises, and Miss G>lumn could n't ex» 
plain the situation to the small telegraph boy who 
was waiting in the hall. The boy wanted no ex- 
planations: the noises were good enough for him and 
he gazed at Mîlly wîth wide-eyed admiration. 
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"MîIIy," saîd Elîzabeth when the boy had gone 
and quiet was restored, **you must n't — ! You im- 
îtate . bîrds very well — very well — but there are 
places în whîch ît is unsuîtable to — " 

''Church, miss?" said Milly, eager to agrée, 

" Yes, church, for one." 

"I love little birds, though, în church," saîd 
Milly; ''it's a pretty idea, îs n't ît?" 

Miss Column was bound to admît ît. No bird 
în church, or anywhere else, could hâve looked as 
pretty as Milly looked as she stood în the hall of 
Elizabeth's house. 

"Well, Milly, l 'm very glad to see you." 

'*Every one îs very kind," said Mîlly. "I often 
wonder why." 

Itwaspuzzlîng. And there was the ring too. When 
Joanna gave ît to her she said, "Milly, this was 
my mother's ring. She was a very fascinating and 
beautiful woman." Then she added: "You wîU be 
good?" 

" Who would n't be with this?" saîd Milly, hold- 
îng out her hand and tumîng ît this way and that, 
to show how the ring glittered. And Joanna sighed. 

The transition from housemaid to photographer's 
assistant was not difficult to Milly. There are many 
housemaîds who would make better photographers 
than housemaîds : better anythîng than housemaîds. 
Milly was told she must dust the dark room and ît 
suited her exactly ; whîch shows there îs a place for 
every one — even în the dark places of the world 
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— îf only he can find ît. Milly had found ît, and the 
first tîme a plate grew under her hand into a picture 
was a moment she never forgot. 

Mrs, Templar. 

Dearest Madam [she wrote to Joanna], I am quite safe 

and I like ît very much. London is very dirty, but you 

don't see it in the dark room. I keep the dark room clean 

and I do whatever Miss Column tells me. I hâve developed 

one photograph ail by myself. Mîss Column showed me; 

ît's of three darling little bîids on a bough, and they only 

weîgh one ounce each [spelt oz[. You can spoil photographs 

if you are n't careful. I hope I shan't ever do anythîng so 

bad as that. I wear the ring you gave me round my neck 

însîde. It helps me more to be good if everybody does n't 

see it, I don't know why. I think I am a funny girl. I like 

the streets in London after the country for a change. I 

think Miss Hope would like it. I should like to see her 

if she comes. If I see her I won't speak to her in the street, 

so she need n't mind. I think she is very beautiful. I am 

very happy and I am getting very good at my work. Miss 

Column is going to Scotland some day miles and miles 

from everybody to photograph a bird that lives on the 

seashore, I am going with her. I remember ail the things 

you told me. ,^ . ,. . 

^ Your obedient , 

MiLLY. i 

Please gîve my love to the goats. I think little birds are 
beautiful little things — you ought to leam ail about them, 
but goats — little ones — are beautiful too, but not so 
beautiful as baby donkeys. 

Elîzabeth wrote to Joanna: — 

Dear Joanna, — I am so glad I took the girl. She shows 
a really remarkable intelligence and has certainly devel- 
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oped an aptitude for photography. Her anxîety to leam 
is most touching. The worst possible sin to commit in her 
eyes is to spoil a plate — ail other sins she has forgotten. 
About that ring? Poor child, I imagine it was only the 
glittering that appealed to her. She picked it up as she 
would hâve picked a dew-dropped daisy. [Worthy of Jo- 
anna this.] She had no idea of its value. I mean the one 
she really did take, not the one you thought she had taken. 
I am a little unhappy at the admiration she excites in the 
streets. 

It does n't seem to matter what she wears. I suppose 
there are girls in London, as pretty, who get through ail 
right. When we go to Caithness she should be safe 
enough. I believe she'U discover a rare bird yet — she's 
most extraordinarily keen. I sometimes wonder if she 
realises ail you did for her. 

Yours, 

Elizâbeth. 

Joanna folded the letter and smiled as she folded 
ît. She was quite certain Milly would discover an 
entirely new bird, if Elizâbeth would let her; and 
Joanna knew Elizâbeth would n't put even the 
smallest of its feathers in her own cap. 



XI 

« 

John and hîs vîllage sermons became known to 
ail the country-sîde. Villages became jealous one of 
the other, claîmîng that the gardens in one were as 
beautiful as in another — the sinners as good, the 
saints as bad. Would Mr. Templar come and de- 
scribe the Stranger walkîng in theîr villages? In one 
village there was a new înstitute : in another a new 
public-house. 

So it came about that John borrowed of Lady 
Agnes a grey donkey she had brought f rom Egypt ; 
and, like an itinérant preacher of old, went from 
village to village preaching ; Joanna, as of ten as not, 
on a bicycle before hîm, or behind him, as the grey 
ass willed it. 

This was more than any adopted daughter could 
stand, and Hope said she must go to London where 
everybody was not mad or nearly mad. To Joanna 
she gave another reason. She was going to study for 
the stage; which, if she had but known it, was a far 
madder thing than ever John did in riding a grey 
ass, for he was a better rider than she would ever 
be an actress. 

It is to be questioned whether John ever looked 
happier than when he was riding upon an ass from 
village to village. Strangers meeting him were awed 
by the beauty of his expression: but most people 
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who knew hîm came to the conclusion that he really 
was mad. They would — to some ît is only the un- 
known that îs beautiful. One enthusîastîc admirer 
told hîm how happy he looked — laying stress on 
the Word, 'you,' and her hand on the donkey's 
neck, meaning John to understand that she under- 
stood what it was that gave him that look of deep 
spiritual happiness, and John, understanding, said: 
" I was always fond of riding — even as a boy." 

One moming Hope walked into John's study. 
She wished to speak to him. 

*'Speak, my child," he said, and drew a chair to 
his side, begging her to sit down. 

No, she would rather stand. She was about to 
fight a battle. So she supposed ; she knew the oppo- 
sition would be tremendously strong. The choice of 
weapons was hers — words. The weight of his hand 
on her shoulder was too fine a weapon. She had 
nothing to match against it. 

" Well," he said, ''don't be frightened!" 

Frightened? She laughed at the îdea. She so 
strong, so determined; he so fragile and so gentle. 
Strong only in bigotry, the strength that always 
goes with physical weakness. 

"I want to go on the stage." 

The immense . pronouncement was made. The 
clockstill ticked. Daddy John still smiled. "I sup- 
pose," he said, *'we are ail on the stage." 

"I mean the real stage," said Hope impatîently. 

"Sodol." 
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" I mean London." 

"And the provinces — they corne first — trav- 
elling by train — acting one nîght hère — another 
there — very uncomfortable." 

" I hâve — influence." 

"Haveyou? It'sagreatthingtohave — forgood." 

"I mean, I know an influential person." 

''Send him to me," said John, smiling at Hope. 

"It's a She," said Hope, and she laughed. It was 
ail so unlike anything she had expected. *'You 
don't mind?" she asked, softening. She cared more 
for this adopted parent of hers than she knew. 

"Is it for me to mind? It is your lîfe, my child. 
I did not give it y ou, therefore I cannot claim the 
right I might claim — should like to claim. If y ou 
cannot see happiness with us, you must go and find 
îtfor yourself — but remember, Joanna and I are 
always close behînd you." 

"Then you don't mind?" 

"No — I don't mind — I shall wrap you round 
în a mantle of God's love — you don't mind?" 

Hope fidgeted, the conversation was tciking the 
tum she had dreaded. 

"Then may I take steps?" she asked. 

"Yes, but lift the mantle before you step — it's 
a lîttle large for you — but you will grow to it — 
when you are finished," and John held out his hand. 
Hope took it, then dropped it. He was impossible — 

" Impossible — impossible — people," she wrote 
to a friend — the friend with influence. "I shall 
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corne later if not now. I told my father îf I stayed 
I must be allowed to do somethîng. Everything 
îs so ridiculously unbusinesslike hère. He says I 
may do what I like — in the parish — so I am goîng 
to try. I dare say ît won*t be as difficult as I im- 
agine. People respond to sensible management." 

"Hâve you any talent?" asked Joanna, when 
Hope told her she was going on the stage. 

Hope gazed at her wide-eyed. " Well, of course I 
imagine I hâve — or I should n't — " 

**Yes, yes, I know that. I thought the same. I 
went so f ar as London — so far as to recite * The 
quality of mercy is not strained ' to a very influen- 
tial person. I really believe he was almost an actor- 
manager — or thought he was going to be — or per- 
haps it was only I thought so — " 

"And— ?" asked Hope. 

"The book just missed me — just misised me — " 
said Joanna, and she showed how nearly, with her 
finger and thumb together — " so!" 

"What made you think you could act?" 

"I just knew I could." 

" But — you could n't? " 

" Well, that was a matter of opinion — I thought 
one thing and the man who was nearly a manager 
thought another. You will find how blind they are 
as a race — My manager, of course, may not hâve 
been wrong." 

Of course he was not, thought Hope. It was ab- 
8urd of Joanna to hâve supposed she could act. 
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Hope was certain she could. Anyhow, she was 
frîghtfully bored and must do somethîng — so 
why not that? Up and Down got on her nerves. 
The whole thing got on her nerves. The church bell 
began at six o'clock in the momîng. John rang ît. 
Not, he had saîd from the pulpît, when he first 
came to Up and Down, that he expected hîs people 
to corne to church at that hour, but ît might, he 
thought, be some consolation to those workîngîn the 
fields to know theîr Vîcar W2is not in bed. John sug- 
gested that before she began her work of settîng Up 
and Down in order, Hope should go to London and 
stay with friends for a few days. The ways of man- 
aging country parishes were frequently discussed 
in London — and settled. Hope might leam how to 
set about her task. She went. And while she was 
there she dined out one night, and there sat on the 
one side of her a bishop: on the other, a man. So 
she classed them in her own mind, knowing nothîng 
of bishops. To the man she spoke of Joanna : and by 
Joanna and her ways the man was quietly amused. 
He drew Hope out. She got so far as John on the 
grey ass, Joanna on the bicycle. She told her story 
well, and the Bishop, on the other side, being a 
man as well as a bishop, was attracted by the fresh- 
ness of her appearance, the charm of her voice. 
Still more was he interested in John — more în- 
terested in John than the man was. Less interested 
than the man in the texture of Hope's skin; in the 
way her hair grew. The way in which his clergy 
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grew, în grâce, was of far greater importance. He 
dîd not recognîse John's mode of progression, but 
he was open to conviction. The people must be 
got at. He recognised that. It was a vital necessity, 
particularly at the moment when the Church was 
accused of apathy. (This gives no date.) — If they 
could be got at only by riding upon an ass, you must 
get at them that way — cmd in that manner. 

"But why an ass?" he asked gently of Hope. 

"Why an ass two thousand years ago?" The 
words were hurled across the table by a young 
woman. No one answered. The interruption was 
as unseemly as it was fierce. Lady Agnes would 
hâve said ît did not go well with a 'mousse.' 

Hope explained that the donkey was grey, Egyp- 
tian, and large. 

The Bishop inclined his head: it was not reason 
enough. There were horses, grey too, and large. 

"It was lent," said Hope. 

"For the purpose?" 

"Yes." 

"Tell the story again — just as you told it to me 
— don't let the Church overpower you," said the 
man, leanîng slightly forward to catch the Bishop's 
eye, and in it the glint of forgiveness. And Hope, 
to show she feared no man, least of ail a bishop 
(even John might become one), threw back her head 
and told the story. 

The moming she chose was a summer's moming. 
She described the lanes of Up and Down, densely 
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green în theîr summer folîage. Sunday momîng în 
Up and Down ! She placed a f ew boys, for ribaldry, 
on the village green, should she want them there at 
the passîng of John. The first to émerge from the 
green lane, out on the dusty road, was John, on 
the grey donkey, wîth a parcel pillioned behînd. 
She described John's expression as beautiful. Half 
shyly, half tenderly, she described ît. He had a 
wonderf ul face — always — not only when he rode 
upon an ass. 

She tumed first to the man, then to the Bishop. 
The latter held out a hand waving her on. 

''Then cornes Joanna," she said. 
Does she, too, ride a donkey?" asked the Bishop. 
No, a bicycle — it 's such a funny procession. 
They are too quaint, thèse adopted parents of mine.'* 

"Adopted?" said the Bishop; "that explains it." 

" Explains what ? " asked Hope, knowing just what 
he meant. 

**You," answered the Bishop. "I could not im- 
agine you the child of such parents — nor could I 
imagine a child of such parents seeing only their 
funny side." 

Poor Hope, she would hâve gone out and wept 
bitterly if she could : but if there is a time to weep 
ît was not then. 

"But I don't," she expostulated bravely; **I am 
sure even you would laugh if you saw them." 

''Even I," said the Bishop. *'Tell me, —but no, 
— I shall come and see for myself ." 
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"Are they yours? I mean, are you theîr bîshop?** 

" I am their bishop — hâve lately become so." 

"I thînk they are beautîful people," saîd the fer- 
vent girl from the other side of the table; **I hâve 
heard him — I hope you won't be prejudiced agaînst 
him." 

"Tell me some more," saîd the man on Hope's 
other side. Really he was the only one on her side 
— she felt that. The Bishop she knew was against 
her. 

'*Tell me," — but the fun had gone out of the 
story. 

''Hâve I done them any harm?" she asked of the 
man anxiously. 

"None, I should imagine. Every man must con- 
vey his message as he best can - — don't you think 
so?" 

Hope said, Of course, but it was difficult to live 
wîth people so quaint and not see their funny side. 
She had a sensé of humour. 

"A keen one, of course. We ail hâve — if only 
people would recognise it. The fact of the matter 
îs, there is not enough to go round — in older days 
it was left to divines, lawyers, essayists, and edi- 
tors. Now we must ail hâve otu* share and London 
îs so greedy! It must be difficult for you. Would 
an almond sustain you?" And he pushed a dish of 
salted almonds towards her. 

They could not comfort her. She was misérable. 
She had made fun of John and Joanna and it had 
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not been funny. And she had not described Joanna 
properly. 

It would be dîfficult. There was the Joanna of 
dusty shoes and îU-fittîng clothes. There was the 
Joanna, mother of the whole village. There was the 
Joanna whose whole world Was her queer John. 
There was the Joanna- — ofï to London for the 
day — a différent Joanna that ! With a light in her 
eyes, a spring in her walk — a singing in her heart 
— poetry possessing her. Every now and then she 
went to London. And she saîd not where she was 
goîng, but there were those who knew, and there 
were those who looked for her — and played for 
her — to her. She loved music. It was her passion. 
There were passages in Beethoven whidi she swore 
she loved better than she loved John — adding, ** In 
a différent way, of course." They drew her soûl out 
of her, whereas it was her heart John held. In listen- 
îng to music she became beautiful. She was in a 
world where shoes were not — and clothes of no ac- 
count. Any one watching her listening to music — 
and there were those who did — f orgot the dowdy 
little woman and saw only the woman with a world 
of wonderful things in her eyes, her lips — her 
whole face; în her hands even. She was transfig- 
ured. Yet, lookîng at her, they must hâve seen that 
hère was suffering — that had once been sorrow and 
pain; and was now a memory. Under it ail could 
be seen — by those who would see — joy, great 
joy, and over and above it ail a tendemess, that 
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enveloped her — a tendemess of whîdi she was a 
lîttle ashamed — it was there, if they wanted ît, but 
they must take it, not ask for it. If they asked for 
it she mîght be too shy to gîve it. Joanna, whose 
passion was music, was set down for life in Up and 
Down, where she struggled with the choir; tried her 
best to soften voices that were harsh, to instil into 
unmusîcal soûls the spirit of melody. And so well 
dîd she succeed — not according to her own théories 
— that there were those, lodging in the village, who 
told her the choir was wonderfully good — for a 
village choir. 

"They are good boys," admitted Joanna, "but — " 
"But what, dear Mrs. Templar?" they said, seek- 
îng to encourage her. (Some people were too dîffi- 
dent and needed so much encouragement.) 
" I wish — they would n't use pomatum." 
The Bishop, true to his word, came to Up and 
Down. It was his bounden duty so to do. Jo2mna, 
forgetting how to feed a bishop, gave way to Martha, 
who said : " Feed him as you would feed a real man," 
meaning, perhaps, not as Joanna fed John. 

Joanna prepared food for a man, or rather Mar- 
tha did, and Hope wished there were more bishops 
about. This one gave her food and not only for 
thought. For différent reasons, Joanna too may 
hâve wished she saw bishops oftener, because if 
this one came to crîtîcise, he went away with no 
criticisms of John and Joanna in his heatrt. He gave 
Joanna sympathy and the donkey a carrot. Whether 
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ît was the honour that kîlled it, or the carrot, or the 
Englîsh clîmate, none could say: but soon after the 
Bishop's visit the donkey died, and to Up and Down 
ît was gîven to see the rare sîght of a donkey dead. 
Who says the country îs dull? Hère, wîthîn a short 
space of tîme, were two excitements and in their 
ways quîte différent. 

John no longer rode from village to village: but 
stayed in his Up and Down world, and those who let 
lodgings in the village could promise their lodgers 
two good sermons every Sunday. And they came to 
look upon their Vicar as one of the attractions they 
could most. honestly offer. The weather they could 
not guarantee or their own cooking; both at times 
were bad — but Mr. Templar was never anything 
worse than a little hoarse. 

Joanna never told what she and the Bishop talked 
about as they walked together in the garden: but 
they became, then and there, fast friends and at 
the end of their walk his hand was on her arm ; and 
Hope was glad Joanna should hâve that excitement, 
transitory though it were, whose life was so quiet. 

Jo2mna showed the Bishop the goats. They were, 
or had been, Milly's salvation. It is as well a bishop 
should know through what curions channels bless- 
îngs may flow. Perhaps, like most divines, he had 
differentîated too strongly between the sheep and 
the goats. Hère at last goats had done a good work. 
Joanna told the story of Milly: showed where the 
swallows had built, and from where the little ones 
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had flown. And when the story was done, the 
Bishop wîped hîs eyes — but not wîth hîs apron, 
as so many of Joanna's friends would hâve done in 
her Up and Down world. 



XII 

HoPE decîded that Joanna, newiy blessed by the 
Bîshop, must be in a réceptive attitude of mind, so 
now was the time to begin work. She supposed Jo- 
mammy had mothers' meetings? Jomammy sup- 
posed she had. 

[ But Hope said: "You must know. It is not a 
question of supposition — it is or it is not — a fact." 

'* It's a fact, then, a curions fact." 

"Are they like other mothers' meetings? '* 

*'Are any two mothers alike?" 

''Most are alike," said Hope. 

"Are they? Well, come to the meeting at three 
this aftemoon, and see." 

At half-past three, Hope, critical and inter- 
ested (in the fact that she was interested), arrived 
at the Institute, where was held the mothers' meet- 
ing. She lifted the latch of the door and went in. 
Not one mother looked up. She had expected to 
prove at least a distraction, and a welcome distrac- 
tion. 

On a stool in the middle of the room sat Joanna 
— her hands clasped round her knees, her head 
thrown back, her eyes gazing up at the ceilîng. She 
was lost in the story she was telling. So were the 
mothers — in that they are ail alike — lost to the 
world, to Hope: in listening. One old woman sat 
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quîte stfll, her wom hands folded in her lap. She 
smiled to see them lyîng like that — îdle. It was 
not often they dîd. **Comîcal," she would hâve 
called it, if called upon to account for it by busîer 
bodies than she. 

One baby — a would-be disturber of the peace 

— was valiantly making the ascent of his mother's 
chest — the buttons of her dress helping wonder- 
fuUy, affording a valuable purchase. She held him 
by one bare foot, vaînly endeavouring to hold him 
down. He was battering her on the head. She was 
dodging, thîs way and that, catching him first by 
one hand, then by the other, so as not to miss a 
Word of the story Mrs. Templar was telling. It was 
a fairy story. Hope was disturbed. She had known 
it would be an odd meeting. But she was drawn 
into the group of listeners. There was witchery in 
the telling of the story; there was beauty; there 
was imagination; there was poetry. But it was not 
în the least suitable for mothers, — village mothers, 

— Hope thought. She also thought that Joanna 
might almost hâve been a child, she looked so 
young as she sat there weaving a web of délicate 
imagining. 

There were deep sighs when the story was fin- 
îshed, and the mother of the would-be disturber of 
the peace tossed him above her head, laughed at 
him, at his tricks; admired his prowess, apologised 
for having neglected him; saw in him the beauty 
of which Joanna had been speaking — only, thank 
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Gcd, ît was there to hâve and to hold and to touch. 
For the moment she had forgotten the drudgery of 
her everyday lîfe — the unevenness of her kitchen 
floor. She held a prince in her arms, a kingdom m 
her heart. 

** Now for the chîldren/' saîd Joanna. "Take thîs 
home to them. Every mother or grandmother hère 
thîs aftemoon must tell this to her children- — ôr 
grandchîldren — to-nîght/' and she told the story of 
"TheThreeBears." 

Then Hope realised that no one had ever told the 
story of **The Three Bears" as Joanna told it, and 
she went out înto the garden to wait — at that mo- 
ment lovîng Joanna better than she had ever loved 
her — for she was ail she could remember of her 
earliest childhood. Does a chîld — can a child — 
ever forget the teller of **The Three Bears" story — 
îf the teller does her duty properly, both to the 
child and to the bears? 

As the women walked out, one said to the other: 
" Deary me — I Ve got to tell that taie to-night — 
sakes alive! What was it she said? " 

And Hope heard the mothers instructing one an- 
other in the art of story-telling. '* You must change 
voices — mind," said one; "three changes there 
was — distinct chguiges." 

''Does it do any good, Jomammy?" asked Hope, 
perplexed. 

**They corne," said Joanna. 

''Ought n't they to sew?" 
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*'They mîght." 

*'Why did n't you take the opportunîty ? " 

"Because — they wash on Monday, îron on 
Tuesday, clean up on Wednesday — say they '11 
never get through on Thursday (children running 
in and out), bake on Friday, clean up on Saturday, 
cook on Sunday — wash on Monday and so on — 
squîrrels în a cage. What they want îs fun, Hope, 
and amusement — they want to see beauty and to 
leam to love it." 

"And then they go back to theîr drab world? " 

"And find there îs after ail beauty' and colour 
— under ît ail — above ît ail — " 

Hope was not quite sure ît was well-bred to be 
as véhément as Joanna was. After ail, they were only 
dîscussîng an ordînary, everyday, parochîal matter. 

"What do you find so satîsfyîng in the world?" 
she asked. 

Joanna smîled. 

" Well?" saîd Hope — însîstîng. 

"There are daîsîes," saîd Joanna, — "there are 
puppîes — there are mountains and mîsts — there 
are downhîUs when you bîcycle — not many, but 
some; there are books, bîrds, and musîc — there 
is haymakîng and harvestîng — and the perf ectly 
round croquet bail (unless you are one of a large 
famîly — then that îs îtself, perhaps, a blessîng); 
there are other blessîngs, no doubt — there îs 
Hope," — and out shot Joanna's hands and took 
Hope's. 
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Hope gently wîthdrew her hands and Joanna 
looked at the gîrl whose heart she had never won — 
her affection, perhaps, — but that was not ehough. 
Joanna hungered for the Faîth who must hâve been 
hers. Whereas Hope was far above her — unat- 
tainable. But Joanna, in her heart of hearts, knew 
that, îf she had been asked, Would she be différ- 
ent? she would hâve said, "No, leave me as I am 
— with my own thoughts — my f eelings — my love 
for everything — my untidiness, which more often 
than not is brought about by the rushing winds of 
heaven; my shoes generally squabbed by the good 
rain, muddied by the dear earth," for Joanna was a 
child of nature, just as Hope was a child of — whom? 
Hope had never asked. But she was essentially a 
child of London. The street noises were music to 
her ears. The hum of the traffic called to her. The 
lights at night excited her. She saw no sadness, no 
misery behind the gaily lighted streets. The sight 
of a woman in rags, a child in the gutter, moved 
her to nothing more than resentment — a mîld re- 
sentment — that there should be anything ugly and 
untidy in the world where well-ordered citizens paid 
taxes and supported institutions that existed for 
the purposes of looking after the poor. A child in 
misery Joanna must hâve comforted; a woman in 
rags she must hâve clothed. In touching the woman 
she would not hâve thought at first of the woman's 
unclegmness; that would hâve come later and with 
it révulsion even, for Joanna loved cleanliness. To 
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her ît was godlîness itself in another form. But be- 
f ore ît came charity ; then next to charity came soap 
and water — so long as you kept the soap out of the 
children's eyes. 



XIII 

Hope's custom ît was to make fun of Joanna and 
her clothes. Joanna took ît ail in good part: went 
so far as to offer Hope the pattem of a blouse. 
She said she had already given away two patterns 
of the same blouse — one to Lady Agnes, the other 
to the gardener's wîfe. Hope was not amused, be- 
cause she was not sure whether Joanna really meant 
that she thought Lady Agnes wanted the pattern 
for herself. She must make sure. 

**Did you think she wanted ît for herself?" she 
asked. 

"No," saîd Joanna, "for the gardener's wîfe, I 
expect." 

''Then the gardener's wîfe wîll hâve two of the 
same." 

''They are bound to be différent," saîd Joanna 
hopefuUy. 

''If a pattem is properly foUowed — " began 
Hope. 

'* But ît won't be — If ît îs properly foUowed, ît 
wîll fasten behînd — îf împroperly foUowed, ît wîll 
fasten în front, as I wear ît." 

**But, Jomammy, that 's why you look so odd." 

*'No doubt," saîd Joanna, "but Daddy John 
can't fasten up as well as he used to do, and by the 
time he has got hîs glasses — well, I hâve done it 
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up în front. It does quîte well. I am made that way. 
I am what might be called réversible. I am glad; 
I could never be dîctated to by buttons." 

Hope sîghed. She felt that hère was her mîssîon 
în lîfe. Not for her was marriage, a home of her 
own; but înstead the orderîng of this poor Up and 
Down world whîch was suffering under the mal- 
adminîstratîon of John and Joanna. They were kind, 
but so hopelessly incompétent. She must see what 
she could do in the way of educating the people : by 
elevating their minds, improving their conditions. 
It was no good sitting and listening to their troubles 
as Joanna sat and listened. No good singing sick 
babies to sleep. What must be done was to pre- 
vent babies getting sick. Prévention was better than 
cure. Joanna must hâve heard that hundreds of 
times, but she was deaf to ail truth that was not a 
fairy taie. Hope was practical. If at the same time 
she happened to be beautiful (21s she believed her- 
self to be), it was very lucky, because, she thought, 
a beautiful woman trying to do good was infinitely 
more effectuai — and effective — than a plain wo- 
man trying, who had no other field open to her, 
So beautiful Hope set to work. She started classes: 
knitting for girls, carving for boys. The gîrls must 
knit — not as their mothers before them had 
knitted — but in this manner. They must knit 
both socks at the same time — together. It could 
be done. It was only a question of getting a good 
pattem and foUowing it. It was perfectly simple 
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and the resuit was delîghtful. The same amount 
of work and two socks done. No tedîum : no wast- 
îng of braîn tîssues, by an effort to do thîngs alîke 
that were entirely separate propositions. How could 
any one of tempérament knit two days alike — 
two socks alike? While the first sock was knitting, 
the world might be at peace: the second sock, the 
whole of Europe at war. Under conditions so di- 
verse, knitting must be différent. 

The children sat before Hope, gazîng at her, theîr 
mouths open, their eyes wide. They swallowed, in 
their inability to understand what she meant. She 
looked very charming, standing before them with 
her hands clasped behind her back, swaying grace- 
fuUy as she talked. "Don't you see that, girls? 
Don't you like the idea?" 

The girls did n't say. First of ail none of them 
knew what wasted tissue was except Nellie, whose 
sister, a lady's-maid, had spoilt a silver tissue dress 
în cutting it out. Nellie was n't going to be a maid 
— not she — no tissue for her. Then there was 
tempérament, it had to do with drink — that they 
knew. 

"Well, girls, I shall get the pattem and every 
Tuesday at six o'clock you shall come and yoju shall 
knit socks for your fathers — well, Kitty?" 

The red-faced little girl addressed got redder still 
and whispered hoarsely that she had no father. 

'*Well, brother, then," said Hope gaily — it was 
so easy to supplément the loss — 
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"Aîn*t got no brother — he dîed." 
''Well, cousin/' 



Kitty shook her head. She had a tortoîse, and 
that — even — was lost. 

'' Well, well," said Hope, "we shall see/' 

She got the pattern. To do her justice she tried 
to master it herself before she started teaching. She 
knitted and knitted, according to the instructions, 
and when the socks were nearly finished they were 
not two, but one, firmly attached one to the other 
— doser knit than the best of friends. Joanna undid 
them and started Hope in the right way. And the 
girls came and they knitted as their mothers before 
them had knitted. The boys' carving class was not 
a success. They carved their fingers and blunted 
their tools. They annoyed Hope. They were im- 
possible. Joanna came to the rescue. She started 
modelling instead of carving. It had the advantage 
of quietness. John could sleep through it ! — even 
in the same room. One boy modelled a squirrel. 
Joanna painted it for him. The boy went home with 
it on his arm and his grandfather offered it a nut, 
which Joanna vowed was a tribute as valuable as 
that paid to Zeuxis. Hope thought Joanna exag- 
gerated, but Up and Down was in a state of men- 
tal excitement ; not that it knew who Zeuxis was 
exactly! But it reflected Joanna's mood — and 
listened not to Hope when she said the grandfather 
was nearly blind. 

The boy must now mode! a face — Joanna^s? 
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She was the only one who had tîme to sît. Joanna 
vowed the head, when finîshed, was excellent! — 
but she had not realîsed how lîke a squîrrel she 
was. Hope was impatient. Of course, the boy had 
modelled the squîrrel quîte well, but ît was a fluke. 
He could not do Joanna. 

"But he has!" she said; "has n't he. John?" 

And John admîtted he had never realîsed before 
how lîke a squîrrel Joanna was. And Hope, exas- 
perated, went up to the Park to tell Lady Agnes ail 
about ît. Lady Agnes* was'delîghted wîth the squîr- 
rel story. Had the old man really offered the mod- 
elled squîrrel a nut? Then ît must hâve been ex- 
cellently well done. Had any one offered the mode! 
of Joanna a nut? If not, ît must hâve been more 
lîke Joanna than ît was lîke a squîrrel. 

Hope found herself a great socîal success. She sat 
wîth the rest of the people under the trees on the 
lawn and was urged to tell some 'Joanna' storîes. 
She told them. One man of the party (a man she 
would hâve been pleased to please) lîstened gravely. 
He dîd not even smîle when the others laughed, and 
Hope would rather hâve made hîm smîle than she 
would hâve made the others laugh. She wîshed she 
had not told the storîes. So she stopped. i 

''That's ail," she saîd, ''and really — she 's a 
dear!" 

The grave man leaned forward în hîs chaîr and 
looked at Hope. "I should be proud to meet her. 
Is she to be met?" he 2isked. 
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Hope saîd she was, constantly and easîly. 

"Then — may I meet her? 

And Hope said: ''Of course.' 

'* When? May I walk back wîth you?' 

And Hope saîd '* Yes/' She was strangely elated: 
excîted even. She was curiously attracted by this 
quîet, grave man. If he had taken more notice of 
her she mîght hâve found hîm less attractive: but 
she was piqued by the împersonal manner in which 
he spoke to her. It was entirely of Joanna he 
thought. So Hope îmagined. She was wrong. He 
thought mostly of Joanna, it was true, and a little 
of Hope and that little was: How wasted such a 
woman must be on such a girl ! He lit a cigarette, 
blew out the match, drove it point downwards into 
the lawn, put his foot on it, and Hope rose to go. 

"I don't believe you know each other's names," 
saîd Lady Agnes. **Miss Templar, Captain Blunt." 

"I know your name, of course," said Hope, as 
they walked away. 

At that moment everybody knew his name. He 
had just brought to a successful conclusion an ex- 
pédition in Africa. If he had chosen to roar he might 
hâve found himself a lion. Lady Agnes had done 
ail she could to make him. She went so far as to 
say he roared when no one was there — roared for 
her alone — but no one belîeved her. 

**But your photograph was not like you/' said 
Hope, glancing quickly at his profile. 

It probably was n't mine. My photograph and 
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ànother man's were apparently mîxed up. I was 
married and the other man was — '* 

"Expedîtîonised?" saîd Hope. 

''Yes." 

"He got the best of ît," saîd Hope. 

"And you, a woman, say that? " The gîrl, by the 
way, looked very charmîng. "Perhaps when a man 
îs alone în the wilds he gets an exaggerated idea of 
the happîness of a home lifé. It is, at ail events, a 
pleasant dream — one never dreams as one dreams 
besîde a camp-fire." 

The last thîng Hope would hâve done was to be- 
lîttle the beauty of home life. She had been very 
unlucky. Across the Park they walked. Hope, long* 
îng to say something sympathetic about that home 
of hîs dreams : he, thitikîng that she walked well — 
better than she talked. Most Englishwomen talked 
better than they walked. Thîs gîrl was an exception 
în that and în nothîng else. She was nîce to look at 
— healthy, but not înterestîng. 

At last she saîd, "It's very hot/* 

And he agreed ît was. 

" But it 's not what you call hot — probably," she 
ventured. 

He saîd he had been hotter — much. 

She relapsed înto silence, wondering what kînd 
of a woman she was whom he pictured în hîs dream 
home. What kînd of woman did he admire? How 
would he talk 2Uid of what, to her? Was he en- 
gaged? 
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"Are black women pretty?" she asked în desper- 
ation. 

"They are gracefui when they are very yoiing." 
*' What do you call young?" she asked, feelîng her 
youth triomphant. No one could dispute her pos- 
sessk)n of that attraction. 

''Out there? A girl îs a woman at fourteen." 
"Oh, quite young," she said, feeling so old — 
robbed of her youth. It was getting worse and worse. 
She was getting hot. She wondered what he was 
thinking about? Not of a dream home with her. 
He was thinking it was good to be in England agaîn. 
He was admiring the country, not the girl at his 
side. She was just a part of England. She made Eng- 
land what she was, just as England made her what 
she was. The pink cheeks whîch caused the girl 
suffering were to him the sof test and best expression 
of the English climate. 

From the Park they came out into the lane. They 
walked down the lane, Hope snatching at grasses 
as she passed; brambles catching at her skirt. Still 
her companion did n't speak, so she made up her 
mind to say something before she reached a partic- 
ular tree. Thousands of trees hâve been singled out 
for the same purpose by thousands of tongue-tied 
girls. They hâve ail been passed — in their thou- 
sands — as Hope passed this one — in silence. 
Many more trees hâve been used as a last refuge 
in conversation than were ever used by Charles II 
to hide in. In silence Hope and her companion 
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reached the village. ''There's the church," she 
said. She looked upon it almost as a sanctuary. 
Once wîthîn îts walls she would not be expected to 
speak — John exacted a profound silence. 

"Would you like to see it?" she asked. "There's 
nothing to see." 

He said he should, and through the churchyard 
they walked. Around a grave — or so he supposed 
— a crowd was gathered together. He hesitated, 
sensitive to the expression of a sorrow he could not 
help. He suggested they should turn back. 

''It's only Jomammy/' said Hope, ''telling fairy 
stories — or reading Shakespeare. She 's too funny. 
She treats the people exactly as if they were — " 

' * Human beings ? ' ' 

" Well, they might be human," said Hope, nettled, 
"without being intelligent." 

** Just as they might be intelligent without being 
human — don't disturb her — " This quickly, be- 
cause Hope seemed about to break in, scattering 
Joanna's audience. 

Paul Blunt sat down at a short distance and saw 
for the first time Joanna Templar, and saw her at her 
best. 

She sat on a wide, flat stone. Around her were 
grouped young men and young women, old men 
and old women and children — ail listening. She 
was leaning forward, with her small brown hands 
grasping her knees as was their habit. Her eyes 
were 2ilight with enthusigism; her whole face elo- 
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quent ; her voîce beautîf ul — soft — low — f ar- 
carrying — distinct. Her enunciation was pure ; the 
timbre of her voice was lîke a beautifui instrument 
in its quality. She was reciting a Shakespeare play. 
For each character her voice was différent. Scenery 
there was none, yet none was needed. Properties 
were not, yet none were mîssed. She rose. She re- 
mained standing very quietly, hardly moving her 
arms. The swallows dîpped and skîmmed over the 
heads of the listening people. Perhaps the words 
she used were above the heads of the people too, 
but they listened to the sound of the words, just 
as they watched the flight of the swallows — rec- 
ognising in both beauty above their understanding. 

Behind Jpanna was the gorgeous setting of the 
sun. Against the background of molten clouds she 
stood out — a small dark figure — her face obliter- 
ated. The blast of the herald's trumpets was heard. 
The sky shook with the colour of their trium- 
phant sounding. Far finer than any stage heralds — 
thèse! 

It was a scène Paul Blunt was never to forget. 
Beside him was Hope, wondering what he thought 
of it ail. Not sure whether to be ashamed of Jo- 
anna or a little proud. 

'*Most amazing," he saîd, and straîghtway Hope 
was a little proud and felt a rush of affection for 
Joanna. She had proved herself the right kind of 
impossible person — an asset. 

"Now," she said, and they got up and together 
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went towards Joanna. " Jomammy, thîs îs Captaîn 
Blunt." 

In a few moments Hope left them, and when 
she went neîther of them knew she had gone. So, 
although Mark Twain says — and most truly — 
that * it îs better to be a young June bug than an old 
bîrd of paradise' — and Ecclesîasticus before hîm 
saîd the same thîng diff erently — Hope felt youth 
a drug in the market of Up and Down and she 
determîned to go to London, where youth triumphs 
— both m the streets and în the market-places* 



XIV 

From London Hope wrote fervent letters to Jo- 
anna, and Joanna sent her in retum hampers of green 
vegetables. Coolîng vegetables — she called them. 
Hope wrote that she was working desperately hard 
and loved it ail. She had always known ishe could 
act, that she had it in her. Joanna knew exactly 
what Hope had in her and it was not the spirit of 
acting. But every one must leam for herself her 
own parts and play them too. Hope lived with her 
friend who had influence. The name of the friend 
was Chandler, Maud Chandler; the name of the 
influence, Willing Manners, a young man, five fôot 
ten or thereabouts, with a bumîng enthusiasm for 
everything that — according to him — did not ex- 
ist — great actors, great actresses, real artists, 
honest politicians, profound philosophers, sincère 
clergyinen. He would hâve admired successful ac- 
tors if he could honestly hâve done it. He wanted 
to sit at the feet of a master. But the actors he 
knew had not even a leg to stand upon, let alone 
feet at which to sit. He rufiled his hair as he said 
this and looked very intense and very untidy. Hope 
knew she was face to face with the real thing. But 
she also knew it was the right thing to show little 
înterest and no surprise. Seeing her unmoved, 
Manners smoothed his hair, rearranged his tie, and 
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swore by ail the gods that he wanted to admire 
actors. If they had been the real thing, he must 
hâve admîred them : so readily did the spark of his 
appréciation leap into a flame of admiration when 
ît was kindled by the divine fire. He was tinder to 
the spark of genius. 

Hope thawed before the fire of his enthusîasm — 
and before the evening was out she had admitted 

— in confidence — that she liked potted méat im- 
mensely, and ostrich feathers — curled, not straight. 
That much he got out of her — it was something 

— some definite expression of a purposeless mind. 
If Manners found Hope disappointing, Hope did 

not like Manners. She decided he waLs odd, and odd 
in a différent way from Daddy John. In her eyes 
Daddy John's oddness was bad enough, but there 
was something lovable about it. In Manners's odd- 
ness there was nothing but cheap weirdness. Then 
in a moment of inspiration he told her she looked 
unusual ; and Hope was gratified. She had always 
supposed if she looked anything it was usual. She 
had feared it every time she had looked at herself 
in a glass. She was beautiful, she knew, but unfor- 
tunately, there was nothing distinctive in the way 
her hair grew ; no sweep of eyebrow to inspire a poet ; 
no tilt of nose to f ascinate ; no curve of lip to delight. 
So how was she unusual? She asked him and he 
told her — just because she was so ordinary. Most 
people were distinctive; if not naturally so, they 
made themselves so. In leavîng herself as she waa 
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made she had attaîned dîstînctîon. She was the 
perfectly, purely simple woman as God had made 
her. It should hâve been praîse enough, but it 
was curiously unsatisfyîng. She would hâve been 
more. Yet this man was satisfîed. He promîsed 
her a future îf she would leave herself in hîs hands. 
On the stage there must be dozens of charrcters she 
could împersonate. The simple country girl — no 
make-up should be necessary. If she could be her- 
self, she must triumph ; in her own particular rôle. 

However ordinary Hope might be, she felt her- 
self hurled, with a vengeance, înto the buming fiery 
fumace of the artîstic world. Of great actors there 
were none, but just this one young man who walked 
unsinged through the fire of buming criticism. 

Among great actresses — of course there were 
none — she alone would count, would live — if she 
remaîned as she was — unusually ordinary. Up 
and Down should hear her name and tremble. No ! 
* tremble' was not quite the word she wanted. She 
herself was trembling; but that was from excitement 

— and she shivered rather than trembled. She was 
beginning to be an expert in the analysing of her 
feelings. It was unfortunate that this young man, so 
eager to fall down and worshîp at the feet of genius, 
should not find genius, though he sought it ail Lon- 
don over. He had not been to Paris, he explained 

— with a fitting gesticulation ! 

In the mean time he found Maud Chandler's 
patronage usef ul : her cook's cooking not too taste- 
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less (there agaîn he had not been to Paris — and 
there was potted méat) and her flat comfortable. 
He obeyed her injunctîon to smoke everywhere, and 
he smoked everywhere, even into Hope's face, and 
she found ît difficult to court Influence. But she was 
up agaînst Joanna, as ît were. She must succeed. 
As sh,e was Joanna's crîtîcal audience, so was Jo- 
anna hers. They both felt that. They played to 
fail or succeed in the eyes of each other. Hope 
worked hard, or thought she worked hard, and the 
Influence encouraged her — dîscouraged her — and 
dîsheartened her, as the mood possessed hîm. He 
admired her as a type of the cold, self-contaîned 
English gîrl ; one he would n't marry for the world 
— so he argued with hîmself . For four hundred a 
year he mîght. The dîfiiculty was to find out if that 
comfortable pîttance was hers to hâve and to with- 
hold. On that subject Maud was cûriously réticent, 
and on that subject alone. On every other she spoke 
openly to her friend, telling him constantly that she 
kept nothing from him; quite unconscious of the 
fact that it was réticence he thought he admired: 
elusiveness he imagined he adored. Maud was mis- 
tress of neither. If she had kept anything from him, 
that thing above ail others he must hâve known. 
She had no idea of Hope's position with regard to 
money. Her board was paid for regularly by Mr. 
Templar, who was gênerons in money matters ; and 
Maud found being kind to Hope a paying thing. 
It aiso brought Willing Manners to the flat con- 
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stantly, so she was well content. Hope was too un- 
emotîonal to be a serious rival. Willing could never 
tolerate cold critîcîsm. The cold criticîsm — whether 
he liked it or not — spurred hîm on to prove himself 
of real importance in the theatrical world. He must 
show her he could perform — even a miracle, if he 
willed it — and he întroduced her to an actor-man- 
ager who, for some reason, known neither to his 
stage-manager nor to Willing, nor to any weekly 
illustrated newspaper, promised her a small part in 
a play he was producing — some time — he wasn't 
sure when. He did n't go so far as to engage her 
definitely — but it was an understood thing she 
could study the part. After it was thoroughly un- 
derstood, Willing dined at Maud's flat still oftener, 
and was very persistently Hope's patron. At odd 
times he was also an author. Hope must be no- 
thing to him, he told her, if she could not be 
*copy.* AU women were to him that before any- 
thing else. Hère to his very hand was a new type of 
woman. A woman, calm, unmoved, placid, pledged 
to potted méat, conventional. What would such a 
woman be, roused to fury? A tigress? He wondered. 
Hère was the chance to find out. He decided to elope 
with her; just so far as Kingston, no farther. Not 
a yard : but that she should not know. There must 
be no geographical limit to her rîghteous indignation. 
It was quite easily arranged. She understood from 
the first — not from Maud — that, in her position, 
it was quite right and proper that she should go to 

130 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

the play wîth a young man — a young man of Man- 
ners's most excellent behaviour. So he asked her to 
go to a play and she accepted. Fît ît must be, pît 
ornothîng. Whatplay? Where? Wasitagoodplay? 
He would arrange ail that. Arid Hope în her heart 
of hearts believed, not only that he could arrange 
ail that, but that, if he chose, he could write a good 
play for the occasion. They went to the play. Hope 
could hardly hâve imagined a play more perfect. 
With eyes buming with excitement she tumed now 
and then to Manners to find him invariably plunged 
in melancholy, with the 'Has England corne to 
this?' sort of look on his face, which made Hope 
ashamed of enjoying herself. But she was enjoying 
herself — would hâve done so stîU more if she had 
been in the stalls: but she felt that was a snobbîsh 
thing to think. Throughout the perfomiance Man- 
ners remained melancholy. At the end of it, with a 
curions détermination he helped her on with her 
coat, bustled her out into the street, and hurried her 
into a taxi. This was an unlooked-for extravagance. 
She wa3 glad she had brought her purse. She must 
payhalf. Where were they going? At a tremendous 
pace they went through streets unknown to her; 
eut corners, skidded — narrowly escaping collisions. 
She repeated, ''Where are we going?" and Manners, 
throwing ail restraint to the winds, laughed — and 
laughed again. That was how Hope would hâve 
described it — how Manners himself was going to 
describe it in his story. In the very act he should be 

131 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

« 

depîcted on the paper wrapper of the book. The 
story had grown to book size — one shilling net — 
coloured wrapper: — 

"Mr. Manners, where are we goîng?" Hope asked 
agaîn. She was perfectiy calm and unruffled. As 
copy, so poor as to be useless. 

"It's what you want — what you need," he saîd 
vehemently. 

"What?" asked Hope, longing to know what it 
was she wanted. 

"A strong hand — ît's no use strugglîng — I Ve 
got you. You are at the mercy of a man — an 
enormous man — a powerf ul — determined — obsti- 
nate — offensive — défensive — primitive — pri- 
mordial — man — " 

" I shall never forgîve you," saîd Hope — weakly. 

" Forgiveness — is not what I ask — it is yourself , 
your body, your soûl — your life — Speak! " 

Hope said nothing. 

"Speak, woman — speak!" 

"Oh, Mr. Jones!" said Hope. "Tm afraîd that's 
no good, is it? " She was really anxious to rise to the 
occasion. 

"Good for what? Good for nothing?" 

"For your story, I mean," saîd Hope. "It's no 
use, I can't do it — Maud wamed me that you 
would want me to do it." 

"Do it!" said Manners în desperatîon. "Hâve 
you no spirit? Is that how you would behave to a 
man who runs away with you?" , 
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"I don't know what I should do: where are we 
now?" 

"Near Kingston. My mother expects us. Shall 
we go and hâve — potted méat — or go home?" 

Hope said she liked potted méat — how élever 
of him to remember. So they went. And at the 
door of a small house waîted a small woman — gen- 
tle and old and young and rather delightful, with 
a twinkle in her eye and a kindly scolding for her 
ridiculous boy — in her smile. 

"You are late, dear/' she said. And she drew 
Hope into a narrow hall and from there led her into 
the sitting-room where an absurd supper was laid. 
*'Did you know, my dear, before you started?" 

Hope said she had known. 

" I hâve been copy for so many years, I am ready 
to gîve up my part. Willing has broken deaths, bîrths, 
and marriages to me at the most unexpected mo- 
ments. He has told me of immense fortunes to whîch 
I hâve succeeded — crimes of which I hâve been 
suspected — children I hâve borne and f orgotten and 
forsaken. I wonder if any one realises what it means 
to those who belong to writers who lack imagination? 
Come, dear, to supper. The taxi-driver is married to 
my cook — it ail keeps us amused and expectant. 
Were you angry?" 

Hope said she was afraid she was n't ; not in the 
least. 

**You see, mother," said Manners, "I wanted a 
calm, coUected, self-contained woman to be roused. 
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I wanted to get the real thing. You were no good — 
for obvîous reasons — even if I had found some one 
to run away with you." 

Past the âge, dean" 

Well, yes, partly that — and I thought that 
Mîss Templar would be the very thîng — Maud 
spoîlt ît ail." 

Maud perhaps had reasons for doing so." 

Maud has no rîght to reasons." 
Hope looked from Willîng to his mother, and 
back agaîn to Willîng. How had he managed to hâve 
a mother so delicious, so adorable? That she was 
devoted to him was quite évident. She smiled at him 
with her eyes. He amused her, that was quite cer- 
tain. And she was prepared to be fond of Hope for 
her son's sake. "There is nothing in it," Hope felt 
bound to whisper; and the mother said: *'There 
never is — copy — that 's ail. But if ever you feel you 
would care to come agaîn, I should be delighted to 
see you — you will?^* And Hope said she would. 

The drive back to London was almost too short 
for ail Manners had to say of his mother. It was for 
her sake largely he had to write thèse absurd stories 
— not only because she read them, but because he 
gave her the money he made by them. " I hâve not 
the smallest atom of imagination. I could no more 
imagine what you would do when you were being 
run away with than the man in the moon could. 
There were two openîngs for you, I should hâve 
said : Frayer (having lived with a parson) and Song. 
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You mîght hâve sung to me untîl we reached our 
destînatîon, by whîch time my heart would, of 
course, hâve been softened. Now, tell me, but for 
Maud's interférence — whîch would you hâve done? 
I must know. 1 1 *s four thousand words by Tuesday. ' * 

"Neîther," saîd Hope; "I should hâve opened the 
door and jumped out." 

**Now, would you? That is the question. That 
is, undoubtedly, what I — without imagination — 
should hâve made you do. You would hâve been 
on the cover, doing that very thing — in a yellow 
frock, and red stockings — But would you? Re- 
member, there 's the colour of your hair to consider 
— not a particle of red in it — your profile. You 
must take thèse things into considération. My 
aim is to provide truth — exciting truth — for the 
masses. I want them to realise that what one woman 
does, under given circumstances, another will not do 
under the same circumstances. I want them to be 
able to discard what is untrue to life — to say, on 
sight as it were, *A woman with a mouth like that 
would never hâve done so-and-so.* I want street 
urchîns, with noses pressed against shop-windows, 
to recognise truth and untruth. 'Gam, wot-cher 
mean ; look at 'er 'air, she *s no bloomin* idiot — 
wot does 'e tike 'er for?* That quick perception of 
truth would afford scope, opportunity, and a living 
to the real artist. Now, of course, you hâve thrown 
me into a state of doubt and dépression. You say 
you would hâve opened the door and jumped eut 
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of the taxi — I say you would n't — at least, îf you 
are true to type you would n't. You may be ab- 
normal — no doubt you are." 

Hope had doubts of her own. There was her part. 
How was she goîng to play ît? The accent? How 
should she acquîre ît? How could she look untidy 
through the whole of a long act? During the second 
she was to acquire grâce: in the third, dignity: in 
the last, a rich husband. *' I wish it had been a tidy 
part ail through," she said. 

"Your whole life has been too tidy," protested 
Manners. **You hâve rules and régulations hang- 
ing on to every button of your personality." 

Hope, who had leamed to put up with a good 
deal, resented this. She was tidy, gloried in it, but 
Joanna had reduced the art of untidiness to a 
science. She did it far better, far more effectively 
than Willing — with less effort. "My adopted 
mother is the untidiest person I ever saw," she 
said. 

*' Ah, adopted^ yes, she mîght be — must be — is 
bound to be — Your tidiness would drive her to it. 
It is the most exasperating form of tidiness I hâve 
ever met — both mentally and bodily. Good-night 
— you give me at least this — for copy : the good- 
night of a cold, calculating, conventional woman. 
Good-night!" 

Hope tumed as she got out of the taxi to say good- 
night to the driver, and beside him — although a 
taxi is not made to carry two in front — sat the cook 
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— she supposed it must be the cook, wearing a toque 
trîmmed with fuchsias. Impossible people — 

" You 're awfully late," said Maud, who was peep- 
îng out of her bedroom door. "I don't know now 
if you 're up early or late to bed — Where hâve you 
been?" 

"I don't really know — the picture on the cover 
îs just a woman jumping out of a cab — Tm so 
sleepy!" 

"Hope, was it copy? TruthfuUy, was it?" 

"TruthfuUy." 

"Oh, darling, I am so relieved — were you a help 
to him? I am afraid you could n't be vulgar, could 
you? — or even arresting, Is n't he an extraordi- 
nary person?" 

"Impossible!" 

"He does it for such good motives — He had 
once to Write a story of a woman who was engaged 
to be married to a plumber — poor Willing! And 
it was suggested to him — by a picture cover — that 
it must be broken to the woman that the man was 
already married. Of course he did n't know what a 
woman would do under those conditions, so he came 
and told my poor Emma, who was engaged to a 
tum-cock, that the tum-cock was already married. 
Willing brought smelling-salts with him, whîch did 
n't come into the picture at ail — and Zoo tickets to 
make up — and he spoilt the whole thing. Emma 
did n't faint or anything: she said, *I had my 
doubts,' and went to the Zoo with a parlour-maid 
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— sîster to a polîceman. You see, ît is awfully diffi- 
cult for Willîng because he îs so sîncere." 

Hope said she was sleepy and wished Maud 
good-night. 

"Edîtors don't understand hîm one bit, Hope; 
they don't apprecîate the immense trouble he takes. 
I hâve been copy over and over agaîn. And he 
always says I am not true to nature." 

"Has he ever seen you as you look now — for 
copy, you would let him? Impossible — impossible," 
murmured Hope, and in a very few minutes she was 
asleep; and for a young woman who had been 
run away with, she slept extraordinarily soundly 

— which could not hâve been true to nature. 
Maud lay awake, thankful she had wamed Hope. 

Supposing she had thought Willing meant it. He 
would some day marry — for copy — hâve children 

— for copy — and die — for copy. Maud knew he 
would. 

The next day Hope was to rehearse her part. 
Willing Manners went to bed în his chair, lit a 
cigarette, threw the match on to the floor, and with 
a wave of his hand commanded a performance. 

Maud sat at his feet, lit a cigarette from his, picked 
up his match, and threw it into the empty grate. 

" How untidy you are! " said Hope, and she swept 
the match out of sight — with the hearth-broom 
which was her birthday présent to Maud. Maud 
could truthfully hâve said she had n't exactly prayed 
for a hearth-brush. As Hope leant forward to brush 
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the hearth, Wîllîng Manners found her attitude beau- 
tiful. He begged her to stay just as she was. 

*'How long?" asked Hope — she had good reason 
to ask. While she was perfectly willîng to stay look- 
îng beautîful for five minutes, it was obviously im- 
possible to stay looking beautiful for two hours, in 
the same position — if she was to rehearse her part. 

She tumed to ask the question, and in asking it 
changed her position. 

"Ah, you hâve spoilt it ail. Read your part if 
you don't know it. Go on!" 

Hope said she could n't read it, or play it. He 
said he knew that; she must try. With a wave of 
his cigarette he urged her on. She went on and, 
badly enough she went, to the bitter end. Then she 
waited. It was possible she had succeeded : the true 
artîst mîght hâve trîumphed over the trembling 
novice. Under it ail Manners mîght hâve detected 

— genius — the tempérament, at least, of a genius. 
He was sunk deep in his chair, plunged in melan- 

choly méditation. Hope knew she had failed. 

*'You are no more an East End flower-girl," he 
said, sadly puUing up his sock, "than you are a — 
well, anything you like — a Havana cigar. Hère, 
give me the thing." 

He took the manuscript from her hand, snatched 
a cushion from the sofa for flower-basket, and he 
was a flower-girl — rather more of a flower-girl than 
he need hâve been ; but he was one — without doubt 

— concentrated essence of flower-girl. Hope could 
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see the glîtterîng of gold ear-rings — the tawdri- 
ness of feathered hat — the flowers în the basket — 
faded. 

"It's very wonderful," she saîd, "but you are 
drunk." 

"And why not — îf I choose? l 'm cold — Tm 
thîrsty — I hâve n't sold a bloomîn' flower — " 

"I could never be that sort of flower-gîrl," she 
saîd îcîly. "I am sure there are very nîce flower- 
girls — respectable." 

And a very nice respectable flower-gîrl she studîed 
to be. She wrote great accounts of her accent to Jo- 
anna. It was extraordînary how easily ît came to 
her. She hoped ît would n't stîck to her — the ac- 
cent — Joanna must correct her if ît dîd — then 
Hope added: "I suppose ît does not mean that I 
corne from that class. Jomammy, who am I? I 
hâve often trîed to ask. I want to know now — 
please tell me by retum — I am not quîte sure that 
I ought to go on the stage and take a lîvîng from 
some oneelse — I mean some one who must work — " 

Joanna receîved Hope's letter and, havîng read 
ît, put ît în her pocket. She was goîng to see Mrs. 
Don to tell her how well Mîlly was gettîng on. 



XV 

Mrs. Don was a nîce enough woman: but had 
nothîng of the grâce that one would hâve looked 
for to explaîn the grâce that was MîUy's héritage. 
But heredîty îs not ruled byfixed laws. Theplaîn- 
est parents hâve beautîf ul chîldren : the most beautî- 
fui, plaîn children. And the beautîful parents thînk 
theîr children beautîful and the beautiful chîldren 
thînk theîr plaîn parents beautîful — or may — 
and there îs beauty în everythîng and everjnvhere, 
to those who see ît and are not really lookîng for ît. 

So Joanna thought nothîng of ît when Mrs. Don 
— lookîng less lîke MîUy than any one she had ever 
seen — opened the door. 

Joanna saîd she had corne wîth news of MîUy. 
Mrs. Don twîsted her apron round her arms and 
gave herself up to Mrs. Templar: her attîtude say- 
ing as plaînly as possîble: "Go on, l'm lîstening." 

" You must be proud of her," said Joanna at the 
end of her story. 

"She's a good gîrl," said Mrs. Don; "IVe no 
fault to find wîth her." 

"Mothers don't mînd faults, do they," said Jo- 
anna. "They are the people who can best afford 
to find them." 

"They're theîr own over again as a rule," said 
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Mrs. Don. "It's funny how chîldren favour theîr 
parents." 

"Funnîer stîll how they don't," saîd Joanna, 
wîthout intention, thinking only of the absurdity 
of the china lamb on the mantelpiece. 

Mrs. Don shot a look at Joeinna out of the corners 
of her eyes — a look that was not lost upon Jo- 
anna, and for some curious reason a doubt of Milly's 
parentage flashed across her mind. It was perhaps 
more curious that it had not done so before. 

''Tell me," she said impulsively. 

Mrs. Don sat down on the other side of the fire- 
place — got up again to put the kettle on the hob 
and to arrange the fire. 

"Meirking time," thought Joanna, feeling for 
Hope's letter which lay like something alive in 
her pocket. Hope asking who were her parents. 
Joanna asking who were Milly's! 

Mrs. Don sat down again — and put her apron 
over her head. She was crying. When she had 
shown outward signs of what she was inwardly feel- 
ing — nothing is so expressive as an apron — she 
lowered her arms, dried her tears with her apron — 
smoothed it out, and said it had to come. 

** I should ha' thought you 'd hâve seen it. Many 
a time I Ve looked out of the winder and looked 
at her walkin' away — or comin' towards me — just 
the same either way — and saîd to myself — no 
chîld of mine could ever ha* walked like that — 
dancin* it was more than walkin*. Then the ways 
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of her — pretty ways — pretty they always were, 
but distant, so to speak. She never seemed near to 
me like my own — not that she was n't a good 
gîrl, because she was — exœpt for that once, and 
then I *m not sayîn' she meant ît. She was always 
wantîn' beauty — she was. She wouldn't listen 
when I told her ît dîd n't corne into our lives — so 
to speak. She behaved as if the moon belonged to 
her — she did. I never knew such a child for wantin' 
things that God keeps to Himself — cryin' for the 
rainbow, she was — wantin' to dress upin ît. I 
told her tîmes ît was out of her reach. I never could 
read to her about Heaven beîn' ail gold and jewels 
but she wanted to go there — whîch was n't natural 
— my children would be scared to walk on gold. 
Then her haïr, you could n't do anythîng wîth ît. It 
sprang out — on wînter nîghts mostly — lîke showers 
of sparks — my father was a blacksmîth. She dîd 
kînd little thîngs when you were îll and she would 
sîng and dance. Meuiy a tîme IVe been upstaîrs 
to see what ît was ail about and ît was Mîlly deuidn' 
în the moonlîght mostly. If she'd been my own I 
should ha' been more scared." 

'* Whose was she?" asked Joanna, thînkîng of the 
other chîld whose parents were by curîous chance 
of choîce herself and John: MîUy's, by a chance 
more curîous perhaps, Mr. and Mrs. Don. 
She was a love chîld," saîd Mrs. Don. 
Whose — do you know?" 

Mrs. Don shook her head. **It seemed ail right 
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at first — and there seemed to be money în ît — 
and we took her — but the young mother dîed, ît 
seemed, and we never heard more — nor troubled 
to, perhaps, — We left where we lîved and came 
hère — to lîve." 

And you kept her for nothing?" asked Joanna. 
We kep' her for love," saîd Mrs. Don fiercely; 

but ail the time I felt we were n't doîng rîght by 
the child. l 'm oblîged to you, l 'm sure, ma'am, for 
gîvin' her the chamst — she 's a chîld you can't help 
lovin' — not that I f eel natural wîth her — I doubt 
you ever would wîth her eyes lookîn' at you as they 
do — askîn' questîons ail the tîme — there 's some- 
thîng dîff'rent about a love chîld — I always say." 

'*A passîon flower," saîd Joanna softly. **They 
need more careful tendîng than any flower, perhaps." 

"Umph," saîd Mrs. Don, **when I first went out 
to servîce they had one în the conservatory, ît 
seemed hardy enough — a passîon flower? Well, 
it 's one way out of ît. But a pretty name don't save 
a chîld when all's saîd and done." 

Joanna had much to thînk about. MîUy's par- 
entage? 

A thousand thîngs came to her mînd now. Thîngs 
that had puzzled her about the chîld — her recep- 
tîveness — her. adaptabîlîty — her quîckness. She 
was certaînly no chîld of Mrs. Don; and suddenly 
Joanna felt an Immense tendemess for Mrs. Don 
whose chîld had been taken from her. Although 
she had always known she was not hers, there must 
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have been nîghts when the restless chîld în her arms 
must have seemed very near, perhaps nearer than 
any of her own because it was not hers and mother- 
less. For what Mrs. Don had gîven naturally to her 
own chîldren because they were hers, she had gîven 
wîUîngly to Milly. And Milly had responded as 
Hope had never done. Joanna had never found her 
critical of Mrs. Don. 

Joanna went home to write to Hope. Before writ- 
îng she went to John, and laying her hand on hîs 
shoulder saîd, "What îs the Blents' number?" 

And John knew. 

"Thîrteen," he saîd. "She wants to know?" 

" Yes, she wants to know. We must not keep her 
if she wîshes to go." 

There was a pause; then John saîd: "She wîU 
find Mrs. Blent very unlîke you." 

Joanna saîd nothîng. There was nothîiig to say 
about Hope, except that she was tîred of tryîng to 
be an actress and must look elsewhere for adventure. 
About MîUy she saîd, " MîUy îs not the Dons' chîld." 

"No? Well, that explaîns much — the chîld's 
manner — her walk, her happy — " 

"Then you dîd look at her?" 

" Yes, I looked. It was your suggestîon I should. 
I was glad I looked — ît îs somethîng to thînk of — 
on dark wînter days — I mean, she was very like 
— sprîng sunshîne — was n't she?" 

Joanna enthusîastîcally admîtted ît — findîng 
ît curions that on the day they were losîng Hope 
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they should talk and thînk of MîUy. Not entîrely : 
Hope tugged at Joanna's heart. She had loved her 
aô a baby; a lîttle girl. Hope had foUowed closely 
on the heels of Faith. Faîth was gone: now Hope 
was goîng, and of the two Faîth would bé the nearer, 
for she was stîU Joanna's. 

Joanna wrote Hope a letter Faîth could never 
hâve asked her to wrîte : — 

My CAtM,T-IshallstilI call you that, for what you hâve 
been to us and may be agaîn some day. You are quîte 
right to go to your father and mother, because to them 
you must always belong. I often felt ît: knew ît, but was 
waitîng for them to say so. The silence on my part you will 
forgîve because — young as you are — you must know 
that a child's arms round one's neck are chains one does 
not wîUîngly break — or easily. We were happy captives, 
Daddy John and I, and remember, îf ever your impossible 
John and Joanna can help you in any way, you hâve only 
to put out those arms. Good-bye, Hope. 

Your lovîng Jomammy. 

P.S. The goats are well. The name of your father and 
mother is Blent. 

Joanna added the address. 

Hope set out to find out al! she could about the 
Blents. She lîked theîr address. It was a relief to her 
to find ît so good and so * near everythîng.' She found 
it no dîfficult task to find out about the Blents. Mr. 
Blent's name headed many a subscription lîst and 
Mrs. Blent opened bazaars, not înfrequently. Not 
the best kînd of bazaars, Hope thought, but ba- 
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zaars. It was gîven to Hope the power to differ- 
entiate between the kinds. She found that Manners 
knew ail about the Blents. They went to matinées. 
He felt bound to break that to her. Perhaps she 
would not mind. It was no serious charge to make 
agaînst them, but there were men who would not 
go to matinées — well, Mr. Blent was not one of 
those men — 

''Anj^hing else?" asked Hope, — "agaînst them, 
I me2ui?*' 

Manners knew nothing. He had a vague feel- 
îng that the most that could be said of them, and 
for them, was that they were rich — just rich — 
nothing more, nothing less. 

Hope felt that she could bear that, and she wrote 
to her new f ather and mother. Af ter she had posted 
the letter she met a woman who knew them really 
well. From her again Hope leamed that they were 
rich — very rich. When she asked for more definite 
information she was again told they were rich — 
very rich. 

*'And very nîce?" she asked, knowîng they must 
be, she had always felt it. 

She was again told they were very rich — and oh, 
nice? Of course, very nice. 

Had ' nice ' been quite the word Hope had meant 
to use? Would 'nice' describe the parents she would 
choose? In niceness, of course, lay safety. In no 
possible way could she describe John and Joanna as 
nice. They were infinitely more than that and pos- 
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sîbly much less. Hope sought conventîonalîty and 
a certaîn propriety in everyday life. She wanted to 
hâve parents like the parents of other people. The 
answer to her letter promised her a complète réali- 
sation of her hopes. It was a letter hundreds of 
parents might hâve written and few do. It was con- 
ventional : but it expressed a dignified, well-ordered 
pleasure at the prospect of meeting their dear 
daughter whom Fate had taken from them, and was 
now restoring. 

"Tm not sure of that," thought Hope as she 
folded the letter. She hardly knew it, but it ail de- 
pended on what the house was like: or how rich 
they really were — her parents. People were accus- 
tomed to exaggerate riches; she had lived long 
enough to know that. 

She was not going to gîve up John and Joanna 
unless — well, it must be for something very worth 
while — besides, ît would be ungrateful, they had 
really been dears. Hope had discovered herself to be 
no actress. She was a better actress than she knew. 



XVI 

We remember — when we could not dîstînguîsh 
faces and features — forms, loomîng large in the 
candlelît darkness, that bent over our cots — gentle 
hands that rearranged the bedclothes, our arms and 
legs even, that smoothed out haïr, tenderly disen- 
tangling it f rom buttons and brooches — voîces that 
sang to us softly. AU thèse thîngs we remember be- 
fore we realised that summed up they meant fathers 
and mothers (some fathers tuck up and some don't, 
but mothers always do). So the scents of roses and 
vîolets remaîn wîth us, sweet memories. 

To hâve parents suddenly appearmg in your lîfe 
— elderly, who had never tucked you up ; had never 
dîsposed, as they would, of your wayward arms and 
legs — must be an expérience sufficîently startlîng 
to upset any one ; and ît was a bewîldered Hope — 
an apprehensîve Hope, too, who made her way to 
the home of her new and real father. 

Nothîng now seemed so real as John and Joanna. 
No home so truly hers as the vîcarage at Up and 
Down, nestling în the trees that dîvîde ît from the 
church. On a hot summer's day Hope remembered 
she could walk from the house to the church under 
the shade of the trees, right înto the church porch. 
She had often arrîved perfectly cool when every one 
else had looked hot — she was hot now. Her cheeks 
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blazed ; her heart thumped. Anythîng so bewilder- 
ing as this expérience had never corne înto her life. 
She had longed for adventure. Now that it had her 
by the throat she was frightened. 

The cab stopped at a house in a square — a tall 
house with a portico — like hundreds of other houses 

— its pillars whîter than most, newly painted. 
The bell she rang was like hundreds of other bells 

— louder, of course; much louder — louder theui.any 
bell outsîde of dreams and nightmares. It slipped 
f rom her hand as she puUed it and it seemed as if it 
would never stop ringing. Before it had stopped, the 
door was thrown open by a footman — behind him 
stood a butler. Her heart ceased to thump. This 
was the home-comîng of which she had dreamed. 
Her father was not there: nor was her mother — 
there was no dog; otherwise it promised to corne up 
to the home-coming of her dreams. The butler did 
not ask her name. It was known, then, she was 
coming. The news of her coming must hâve caused 
a great excitement. She wondered how it had been 
accounted for — her sudden appearance? 

She followed the butler upstairs. He opened the 
drawing-room door and announced — Miss Blent. 
That she had not expected — preferring Templar. 
She was giddy with confusion — she thought her 
petticoat must be coming down — something awful 
must be happening — her head swam — her soûl 
melted within her. 

Two forms — both large — came towards her. 
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One was her father, the other her mother. So she 
supposed, unless she mîght, perhaps, hâve got înto 
the wrong house. But there was not left even that 
hope, the butler had expected her. She was drawn 
down on to the sofa by the smaller and the rounder 
of the two f orms, and both the larger and the smaller 
form bent towards her and kîssed her, much as the 
sheaves of corn had made ôbeîsance, in hîs dream, to 
Joseph. 

Then gradually her eyes cleared and she looked at 
her mother, then at her father. For thèse she had 
exchanged — her heart crîed out in its emptiness to 
John and Joanna. If Joanna — mmistering to the 
goats at Up and Down — could but hâve known 
that, she would hâve gîven therti even more green 
stuff than she dîd — for in her happîness she must 
hâve refused them nothing. 

'*Well, my dear," saîd the mother, "the world's 
a strange place, îsn't it?" She spoke în a stilted, 
précise, careful voice — scarcely moving her lîps as 
she spoke. 

The father blew hîs nose and walked to the fire- 
place, and looked at himself in the mirror above it. 
"Don't upset yourself, Harriet," he said; ''she's 
been well cared for." 

*' How many servants did they keep, dear? " asked 
Mrs. Blent, drying her tears. 

** Servants?" said Hope; "only two or three — it 
does n't matter, does it?" 

" We keep twelve in and four out — it'll be a nice 
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change for you, dear; you need n't say that you 
hâve n't been accustomed to a maîd — see?" 

"They were ail my maîds/' saîd Hope, strugglîng 
between laughter and tears. Hère was her mother, 
sequined, as she had always pîctured her. Not 
sparsely eîther — but thîckly — and that by day, 
whîch made her quîte impossible. She was impos- 
sible. Hope knew that ; and impossible in quite a 
différent way from John and Joanna. 

" Well, my dear, you hâve a right to an explana- 
tion. I said to your father this moming — ' Father, 
we must explain things directly she comes.' " 

"Explain away," said the father, arranging hîs tie 
and standing before the mirror, searching to discover 
in his reflection a reason for this daughter of his. 

**Well, dear, it was like this — Before your fa- 
ther made money we were poor, desperately poor. 
We always had things nice, so to speak" — this was 
an after-thought — **but not like this, of course." 
She looked round the room complacently and Hope's 
eyes followed hers. 

"No, not always like this," thought Hope, "there 
must hâve been a time when they happily could not 
hâve bought thèse things." 

"It must seem strange, dear, but we felt strongly 
that if you bring children into the world, you must 
do your best for them — you agrée, don't you?" 

Hope nodded, feeling that the very best had been 
done for her. 

"So, dear, when we were at our very worst — two 
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în arms and another coming — you were two years 
old, — not quîte two, — I went to a meetîng (your 
aunt stayed with you babies) ; I went to a meeting/ 
Yes, I went to them then — one does, somehow or 
other, when one is poor — one must hâve amuse- 
ment — " 

Mrs. Blent folded her hands in her lap and gazed 
at her newly acquired daughter. The newly ac- 
quîred daughter looked at the newly acquired 
mother — there were the sequîns, closely set to- 
gether, wînkîng as the wearer moved, and a great 
longing for Joanna swept over the small hecut of 
Hope. Mrs. Blent went on. 

"I am telling you everything, hîdîng nothîng. I 
went to a meeting, and there came up a question of 
a family of ten, left destitute. The lady interested 
în the case gave a harrowing description — whether 
true or not, I don't know. The children must be 
grown up by now — and out of theîr misery în one 
way or another — I should say the boys are porters 
probably — and the girls — " 

" Yes, my dear, stick to the point, the point," said 
Mr. Blent. 

*' I am, dear, it ail leads up. Well, as I was sayîng, 
the lady interested gave a harrowing description — 
whether true or not, I don't know — the children — *' 
My dear, you hâve said that." 
You fluster me, Father. Well, I '11 go on — the 
lady interested gave a harrowing description, whether 
true or not, I don't know. The children must be 
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grown up now and out of theîr mîsery, in one way 
or another — and she suggested that childless people 
mîght perhaps take the children. She had got so far 
when at the end of the table — or platform, perhaps, 
ît was that trnie — yes, platform ; I remember the 
red baîze and some one tripping up over it — a little 
woman — a lady, badly dressed, but you could see 
she was a lady — got up and saîd, ' I will take six.' " 

Hope's heart jumped — how like Jomammy to 
hâve saîd that — and Hope pîctured the vicarage at 
Up and Down overrun by six children and Jomammy 
declarîng them not one too many. 

" Just as if she were buying buttons by the dozen, 
half-dozen, I mean," went on Mrs. Blent. "It 
raised a laugh, and one gentleman said: 'One at a 
time, please, ladies.' " 

"Cut the parrot story, mother," said Mr. Blent 
grufBy. 

"I am,'* saîd Mrs. Blent. 

Hope, bewildered, looked from one parent to the 
other. Her mother went on: "Well, what was I 
sayîng? Yes, the little woman said she would take 
six and every one laughed. I believe if she'd saîd 
one it would hâve been settled then and there, and 
she would hâve adopted a plumber's child — but 
six ! She sat down again very red in the face — pînk, 
I should say — and the tears nearly roUed down her 
cheeks. They would hâve done so — '* 

'' 'Ware tears, Harriet!" said Mr. Blent. 

'* Well, my dear," — to Hope, — "if she had n't 
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cried, I should n't hâve done ît — ît was the tears I 
could n't stand. I waîted until nearly every one was 
gone and I went up to Mrs. Templar — yes, ît was 
Mrs. Templar — very bîg grey eyes — and I said, 
' If you want one, wîU you take mine? A gîrl?' 

*' I should n't hâve done it if we had had the means, 
dear. You know that? And you were the prettiest — 
and to make a long story short, she came and saw 
you in your bath. She soaped herself ail over taking 
you in her arms — she was in mournîng, and she 
told you the story of ' The Three Bears,' — after you 
were dried and dressed that was, of course, — and 
we gave you to her on the understanding that you 
were not stinted — You were not? " 

"No," said Hope faintly, "never stinted.'* 

"That 's right, dear. Mrs. Templar said she had 
a perambulator. I asked her if it had cee springs 
and she said, Yes, it had. I always wanted those for 
you. No doubt, seeing ail this will make you wonder 
why we did n't claim you ; but a promise is a prom- 
ise — and we promised we should hâve no claim 
upon you — but now that it cornes, dear, we are 
very glad to see you. We called you Hatty, but if 
you would rather be called Hope — " 

"Please," said Hope, "but I don't know — 
that—" 

"That what, dear?'* 

"Show her the house, Mother,'* so spake Mr. 
Blent, who plainly put his trust in riches and his 
' money in pepper.' 
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"Corne, dear," saîd Mrs. Blent, and Hope followed 
her out of the room: '* We're fond of statues, dear, 
as you'U see." 

Hope saw. 

"They're easy staîrs — though there's lots of 
them. I dare say the Templars had n't many?" 
Not many," saîd Hope. 

I should n't hâve chosen a vîcarage for you, 
dear, but we were poor then — and it seemed to us 
ail rîght. We 're above vicarages now — in a sensé. 
I always call on the clergyman and hîs wife, of 
course, when we are în the country ; but you under- 
stand what I mean?" Mrs. Blent smiled. "There 
are three bathrooms — Father likes his own — I 
dare say at the Templars' — " Then somethîng 
changed the current of her thoughts and she said: 
"Mrs. Templar must hâve mîssed her home, the 
peacocks — terraces, and ail that." 

Hope asked what peacocks? 

" Well, dear, that she had peacocks, we knew, be- 
cause she gave us a sitting of peacocks' eggs for a 
bazaar." 

"But her father dîsowned her," saîd Hope, lettîng 
the possîbilitîes of peacocks and theîr powers go 
unchallenged. 

"The gardener sent the eggs or the gamekeeper or 
somebody — anyhow, ît was that sort of house — 
peacocks always mean terraces. Thîs îs my room, 
dear." Mrs. Blent opened the door of a very large 
bedroom. 
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The house altogether, Hope thought, reduced her 
mother to the proportions of a large marble. The 
room was massively fumished. The wardrobes were 
imposing — the dressîng-table immense. 

''Silver gilt, the brushes and thîngs," murmured 
Mrs. Blent, ''did5Ae...?" 

"Her Windows look on to lilac-bushes and apple- 
trees — in the spring they blossom and in the sum- 
mer there is jessamine," said Hope hurriedly. 

*'0h, yes, quite country things; there 's a cab 
rank just opposite my Windows. Father goes in a cab 
every day to the city. It 's a fad of hîs — you 'd 
think we had nothing of our own. It 's his way to 
be unexpected." 

'* It's a very nice room," said Hope. 

'*Then there 's the dressing-room, and two spare 
rooms. Above are more spare rooms. FoUowme!" 
Hope foUowed. ** Above again are the nurseries 
and schoolroom, above that the servants' rooms. 
There 's a back-stairs, of course, and housemaids' 
cupboards. This, dear," she said, opening a door, 
'*will be your room — it's cosy, îs n*t it?" 

Hope saw red. Red curtains, red duvet, every- 
thing red — rîch and elaborate. Her heart went 
back with a leap to the little room at the vicarage 
where the Italian mirror, flanked by two tall can- 
dlesticks, had stood out conspicuous and beautiful 
amidst the extrême sîmplicîty of its surroundings. 

''It's very nice," she said. 

"Then there *s the schoolroom." 
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Hope drew back. Were there chîldren în the 
schoolroom? Brothers and sisters? Créatures of her 
braîn, of whîch she had dreamed — knew exîsted for 
other chîldren — but never for her. 

''Only two chUdren, dear, at home. Mabel îs 
abroad and Julîa at school. Susîe îs hère and Hamîl- 
ton. We thought, dear, when we parted wîth you 
that we should hâve a very large f amîly — ît looked 
lîke ît, Tm sure — but man proposes — how does 
ît go? You know! Susîe îs hère and Hammy — you 
will find them shy, but very anxîous to meet you." 

She opened the door and Hope found herself face 
to face wîth two chîldren — a gîrl and a boy. 

"Thîs îs Mîss Strickland,*' saîd Mrs. Blent, întro- 
ducîng the govemess; *' thîs îs Hammy — thîs Susîe 
— speak to your sîster, chîldren." 

There was a sîlence — what chîld ever spoke when 
told to speak? The sîlence was broken by Hammy. 
He broke everythîng în the house, so hîs mother 
saîd, rufflîng hîs haïr. 

He ducked to évade her hand and saîd to Hope: 
" I say, I dîd n't know you could hâve a sîster wîth- 
out knowîng ît — dîd you know you had me?'' 

"No, I dîd n't," saîd Hope, wonderîng how thîs 
could hâve been possible. 

** Now, îs n't that rummy — Mîss Strickland saîd, 
ît could n't possîbly be true — she saîd — " 

"Hamîlton!" 

Called to attention, he subsîded; but went on 
gazîng at hîs sîster and playing five-fingered exer- 
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cîses on the seat of the chair whîch stood besîde 
hîs. It was an invitation to sît down, Hope knew. 
She accepted it. 

" I say, can you do dictation — or can you not? 
There are two kinds of people in the world — one 
kind can, and the other can't — which are you?" 

"The can't kind/* whispered Hope. 

Hammy suppressed a chuckle of delight and laid 
a hot, sticky little hand on hers. " Why — did n't 
you corne before?" he whispered. 

** I did n't know you were hère," said Hope, bend- 
îng down until her cheek rested on the top of his head. 

'* Did n't you know I was in the wo-orld?" 

Hope shook her head. 

'* Did n't you know I was bo-om?" 

Hope shook her head. 

'* l've got one hundred and ten soldiers," he said, 
leaning against her — "and three doUs." 

"Boys should n't hâve doUs," said Susie; "boys 
laugh because he likes dolls." 

At this Hammy rose in his wrath : but Miss Strick- 
land broke in, telling him to be quiet, she had a 
story to tell. 

"To-day in the square," she said brightiy, 
"Hammy had his doU, and some little boys in the 
Street laughed at him, and he went to the railings and 
called out to them, * If you don't like dolls you '11 
never be fathers.' " 

"No more they will," said Hammy; and then 
back to Hope, whispering: "l've got seventeen en- 
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gînes — We go to the country sometîmes — and to 
the seasîde sometimes. I hâve a pony to ride and 
a donkey — if I want to — but I don' t. Whîch d' you 
lîkebest?" 

"Hammy does n't really lîke ridîng," said Susie; 
"does he?" — thîs to Miss Strickland. 

"No — what does he say? What do you say, 
Hammy?" 

Hammy frowned. 

"He says," said Mîss Strickland, "'What 's the 
use of me ridîng when I don't even know whîch sîde 
I *m goîng to fall off? ' Is n't that it, Hammy?" 

Hammy frowned. 

"What a memory you hâve, Mîss Strickland," 
saîd Mrs. Blent, beamîng. 

"I build raîlways în the country/* ssdd Hammy 
to Hope — "and castles at the seasîde. I hâve my 
own money to buy thîngs wîth. When ît's Christ- 
mas- tîme, I '11 buy you somethîng — wîll you be a 
sîster at Chrîstmas-tîme?" 

"I thînk so, Jammy," saîd Hope. 

"She called me Jammy, " he cried, delîghted; 
"dîd you know you dîd? Dîd you on purpose?" 

"That 's because you're stîcky,'* saîd Mîss Strick- 
land. "I told you to wash; go!" And Hammy, 
happy and jammy, slîpped down from hîs chaîr and 
went înto an adjoînîng room. 

"Theîr own bathroom, dear," saîd Mrs. Blent, 
layîng her hand on the back of Hope's chaîr, and 
bendîng over to Impart thîs valuable pîece of in- 
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formation. "Would you lîke to see it?" And it 
struck Hope that between impossible people there 
is just this différence — one shows goats when at a 
loss to amuse, the other bathrooms; yet between a 
goat and a bathroom, there is an immense différence 
— a far greater différence than between impossible 
people. 

**Now, come and tell me ail about yourself," said 
Mrs. Blent. And Hope foUowed her mother down- 
stairs and into the drawing-room. They sat down 
on a bright blue satin, tightly-upholstered sofa, and 
Mrs. Blent piled cushions behind Hope's head. 
"You brown a little when youVe been indoors, 
don't you?" she asked, looking attentively at the 
girl besîde her. 

'*I what?'* asked Hope, bewildered. 

** Well, dear, when you came in you were so very 
pink and white. You 're more ail over one colour now. 
But still youVe got a nice complexion. You had 
when you were bom even. You want — some clothes, 
don't you? We are dressy people — rather." 

Hope said nothing. 

**Now, tell me, dear, ail about yourself?" 

Hope said nothing. 

" You *11 give us a trial? You won't stay the n^ht? 
We could send for your things." 

Hope shook her head : she must go. Her mother 
hoped she would come back. She looked at her, 
sighed, began to cry, cheered up, and said it was a 
funny world, was n't it? And, taking Hope's hand 
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in hers, she drew her towards her. '* You were affec- 
tionate to Mrs. — Templar, I expect, were n't you? 
Well, dear, ît's only natural. It's what we lost in 
doîng the best for you — I am a stranger to you, but 
there is the mother înstînct." 

Hope went downstaîrs, foUowed closely by her 
mother. "You will, dear? Money îs no object — 
you would enjoy Folkestone and — ail that. Father 
talks of Scotland — a moor — he can aflford it, and 
ît's the thîng to do." 

Hope went on down: out from the darkness of 
the landîng shot a small figure, clutchîng at Hope 
as she passed, catchîng her by the hand, fervently 
beseechîng her — "You will — you will — you 
must — " It was Hammy, hîs hand no longer hot 
or sticky, but just a chain, holding her — "A child's 
arms around one's neck are chains one does not 
willingly break — or easîly." Jomammy's words 
came back to her. '* Yes, yes, Jammy." Then to her 
mother: "Yes, I will come, thank you so mudi — " 
She looked up, her mother was leanîng over the 
banîsters, the sequîns on her dress blinking. 

"I did n't mean sequms by day," thought Hope, 
as she got into the cab, " and I did n't say I would 
go but — " There was a chain that Hammy had 
forged fastened round her heart. She would not 
willingly — could not easily break it. 

Mrs. Blent went — for her — quickly downstairs 
into the library and shut the door. "Well, Father? " 
8he said. 
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Father was asleep in his chair. He was the kînd 
of fathers that mothers let sleep, so she sat down 
quite close besîde him that she might watch him. 
Then, growing tired of watching hîm and ashamed 
of finding him ugly, she tumed her eyes away from 
him and looked back — back years: they were filled 
with tears. The years? Why not? Her eyes were 
filled now. Perhaps it had been her heart then — 
anyhow, it îs not every one who finds a daughter 
that was lost. Two or three tears fell; she wiped 
them away; put on her glasses and looked round 
the room ; from the curtains to the carpet ; from the 
carpet to the china; from the china to the flowers; 
from the flowers to the statues. She had much to be 
thankful for; Father still slept. She sat and waited. 
She knew that when he awoke he would ask her if 
he had snored, and she knew she would say he had 
not snored, and she knew he would know she had 
lied. What he might say about Hope she did not 
know. She had no précèdent to go upon. She 
waited. 



XVII 

HoPE drove back to Maud's flat wîth her dieeks 
aflame: her heart aflame, her whole world a confla- 
gration. She burst into the room where Maud was 
sittîng, awaîting developments. Poor Maud — 

"Well?'* cried Maud, tumîng like a teetotum to 
faceHope. ''Well?" 

"They are impossible people," burst out Hope, 
— "impossible!" 

"Ail your fathers and moliiers are impossible, 
my good woman — how funny it is! I never knew 
any one with so many impossible parents. Does it 
ever strike you that the fault may be yours?" 

"Thèse are differently impossible — quite différ- 
ent from the others." 

Maud asked. In what way? She begged Hope to 
sit down — to calm herself . Hope sat down on the 
floor, beside Maud. Maud had spun round again, 
and was f acing the fire. Hope took off her hat, jabbed 
the pin into the crown, and threw it on the sofa — 
ran her Angers through her golden hair and rubbed 
her eyes. 

"House?" said Maud laconîcally. 

"Large — whîte — gold — carpeted deeply — 
curtained heavily — draped ! " 

"Comfortable," said Maud, ticking it off on her 
fingers — "One — comfortable. Mother?" 
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" Fattîsh — faîrîsh — kînd — sequîned — 
Maud tîcked ofï the next finger — **Two — kînd. 
Father?" 
"City." 

"Justcîty.** 

Maud tîdced ofï her next finger. "Thîrd — rich. 
Servants?" 

"Many." 

Maud put her head on one side regardîng her 
fourth finger. Numbers might mean — comfort or 
discomfort. " Family? " 

"Children — two — girl — boy — nice boy — 
very — a very nîce boy — and two at school, I for- 
got." 

"Brother," saîd Maud, lifting her fourth finger. 
" Now, listen, Hope. House, comfortable. Mother, 
kind. Father, rich. And brother — brother, nice 

— very nice. Can you afïord to throw them away? 
Take the other side — John? " 

'*Don'tr'saidHope. 
''House?" 

A gesture from Hope. 
**Up and Down for ever?" 
" Never — but Up and Down for ever rather than 
Mr. and Mrs. Blent for — " Hope's chains tightened 

— there was Hammy. 

Willing Manners came in to hear the news and to 
hâve supper. He heard Hope's news and enjoyed 
Maud's supper. Hope would hâve none. 
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Why not?" asked Maud. 

*' Because she îsfat — and I am her daughter. He îs 
fat — I am his child. They are both fat. I am their 
child — and I can never be theirs except in the flesh." 

*' I believe you could hâve acted after ail — Hope," 
saîd Maud, and she looked to Willing to support her. 

He could not do that. He was too mudi of an 
artist. He owed ît to himself to be critîcal. Hope 
was no actress, but she was, in her own way, at- 
tractive. As he saîd good-nîght to her he was 
anxîous she should know he found her so. Out of 
Maud's hearîng, he said if she (Hope) should find her 
parents quite impossible, she must remember — 

'*What?*' asked Hope. They stood in the tiny 
hall of Maud's flat; there seemed just room in the 
world for them alone. Even Maud was out of it, 
m the drawing-room. 

** I am always willing to offer you a home." 

"Can you afïord it?" asked Hope. 

And he announced that with the help of her four 
parents, ît should not devolve upon him — entîrely. 

**Then you are in fun?" saîd Hope; and for the 
moment he was n't sure. Maud was in yellow satin 
— and în yellow satin he hated her. Hope was in 
black, and in black he loved her — loved ail women. 

Next morning Hope had decided to go to her new 
parents and see what it was like. In the middle of 
the night she had awakened to feel a child*s hand 
in hers. The touch of John's hand on her shoulder 
had been light compared to the heavy drag of the 
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chîld's hand on her heart. It puUed ; she must go. She 
went. She was welcomed : not as Jomammy would 
hâve welcomed her, with shyness în her eyes and 
hope in her heart, but by money — as much as she 
wanted. A chèque was pînned to her pîn-cushîon. 
She felt a housemaîd, tipped, în the house of her 
f ather. There was more to be had for the askîng — 
to buy clothes — f urs — boots — shoes — hats — 
lovely underclothîng — thîngs of whîch she had 
dreamed. Her mother was an:dous to go shopping 
with her. Hope respected thîs new mother of hers 
more than she had thought possible when she saw 
with what respect she was treated în shops. It was 
not that she had a way with her as Joanna had; 
but she had an account. Nothîng was a trouble to 
the shop people, just as nothîng was too expensive 
for Mrs. Blent. Hope's small heart expanded like a 
flower that opens îts petals to the sun. She still felt 
it impossible to sink her îndividuality in the Blents 
and become one of them, but they were very kind, 
and insidiously into her heart stole the good thîngs 
of the house of Blent — the food (glutton that she 
was) , the quiet servants, the comf orts (sybarite that 
she was). The vulgarity hurt her less and less every 
day. It began to amuse her: then she began to 
excuse it. It îs easily excused where money îs. 
People respect the rich man who has risen. "Ail the 
more crédit to him," they say, and they give him 
crédit, both bankers and tradesmen: Friends give 
him crédit for a great deal. Hope found herself 
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în the position of friend — a cx)mplacent friend. It 
was ail so horribly easy and cx)mfortable. After ail, 
why mind what they had been — her parents? Feo- 
ple crowded to their house, when there was any- 
thing worth crowding for — or to. In a crowd 
* Father ' and ' Mother ' were lost. Most women were 
taller than Mrs. Blent. Most men taller than Mr. 
Blent. Hope stood out amongst her family. She 
shone. What a girl never f orgets is the gif t of beauty 
— or rather does she remember with gratitude the 
giver. Mrs. Blent had given her beauty — în the 
sensé that she had polished it, bumished it, and made 
it shîne resplendently ; and for that Hope was grate- 
f ul. In a wider sensé, of course, she owed her beauty 
to Mrs. Blent, and her narrow escape from ugliness 
to Mr. Blent . 

Joanna, perhaps, would hâve watched for the 
beauty which shines from a girl's eyes, would hâve 
fostered it, fanning the spark of spirituality into a 
buming flame, and at the end of it ail people might 
hâve said, **What a charming face that Templar 
girl has! What a pity she does n't marry! " 

Hope was now more than a girl with a charming 
face. She was old Blent's daughter — an enviable 
position, and as old Blent's daughter she had to 
Write a letter to Joanna — a position less enviable. 
She would rather hâve written any other letter 
in the world — at least she supposed so. There 
could be none more difficult to write ; and yet such 
a few words would hâve satisfied Joanna. She only 
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wanted to hear she was really Hope's mother after 
ail. Women want so little. 

They should hâve been easy enough words to 
Write when one thinks of ail Joanna had done for 
Hope. Not that she thought she had done any- 
thîng, knowîng there was nothîng she would not do. 

Hope sat down at the wrîting-table in her room. 
The ink-pot was sîlver, — the pen, the blotter, ail 
silver. Hope held ît of no account. It was hîdeous. 
''Dearest Jomammy," she began: the words dried. 
She inked them over agaîn — and agaîn. Then she 
tore up the sheet of paper and began again. " Dear- 
est Jomammy, I hâte silver things — the pen is so 
cold — the blotter so heavy — cold too! " She tore 
that up and began agaîn : — 

Dearest Jomammy, — I cannot thank you enough for 
ail you hâve done for me. I shall never forget it. But one's 
duty after ail is to one's own people; isn't it? Dearest 
Jomammy, it's so difficult to write. But you understand 
— always. My new father and mother are very kind, but 
I shall never forget you and Daddy John — it's funny, 
is n't ît? I always felt as if I were meant to be rich. You 
remember you used to laugh at me. Now that I hâve sîlver, 
I want gold — and much fine gold. I hope if ever I can do 
anythîng for you and Daddy John, you wîll let me know, 
because you dîd so much for me. I can't say what I mean 
exactly — but you wiH know. Your loving 

Hope. 

And she put it înto an envelope, addressed ît, and 
posted it; and when Joanna read it, she went out 
înto the woods to put her soûl in order. 
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In the evening John saki Martha had UÀd him 
there had been a letter f rom LcHidon. 

"Suchadear letter/' saîd Joanna. "Shesaysshe 
can never forget what we dîd for her — and al- 
though she feels sbe must stay whene sbe is — sfae 
wîll always" — Joanna paused, looked at John — 
saw the tender expectancy in his face and said — 
*' love us best — that we are — " 

* * Her f ather and mother — at least in the spiritual 
sensé/' said John, dreaming. "There should be no 
question of loving best." 

"No," said Joanna, "there should not be." 

"Dear chîld!" And as John smoked his pipe he 
smiled and from time to time recalled to Joanna's 
memory things she had never forgotten: the first 
time Hope had walked, — quite by herself , — the 
first time she had called him 'Daddy John,' the 
first time she had called Joanna ' Jomammy/ 

*'She never called us father and mother," said 
Joanna. 

"Nor dîd Faith," said John softly. "If she had 
lived to call us by name — " He lifted a hand and 
dropped it again, expressing in a movement ail he 
could not say — then he added: "It made hergoing 
easier for us, perhaps." 

" Just as ît does Hope's goîng now," said Joanna. 

"Ah, but she will corne back." 

He was silent for a few moments; then said: 
"Hope will come back to us, but to Faith we shall 
go. 



XVIII 

HoPE, on takîng up her abode în the house of her 
father, found Sunday a day on whîch luncheon was 
a meal of great importance and some ceremony, 
Her first Sunday she sat next her father. He at one 
end of the table, Mrs. Blent at the other; Susîe 
and Hammy hère and there, and Miss Strîckland 
in her accustomed place. On the other side of Mr. 
Blent sat a Miss Broser, to whom Hope was intro- 
duced. She wondered who Miss Broser might be. 
Another impossible person. Of ail perhaps the most 
impossible. But she was entirely at her ease and 
completely at home. Blatantly so, thought Hope. 
So much so that she made Hope feel out of it and 
Mr. Blent awkward. Hope saw that at once. He 
was on his good behaviour. He wavered in midair 
between the choice of a spoon and a fork — floun- 
dering as he fell. 

Turning to Hope, he said: "You lunched with 
Lady Norman sometimes, I suppose?" 

Up rose Miss Broser proclaiming her officiai posi- 
tion. **LadyAgnesNorman, Mr. Blent. Remember 
— if a Duke had four daughters, the three eldest of 
whom married an Earl, a Viscount, and a Baron, 
while the youngest married her father's — " 

**Footman," sang Hammy, continuing the well- 
known quotation (well known to the Blents). "Hear 
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that, Jîmmy — old boy?" Thîs to the discomfited 
footman. 

Mrs. Blent împlored Hammy to be quiet. She 
was shocked — distressed — flushed. Miss Broser to 
the rescue. 

"One moment, Mrs. Blent — hère you are mîs- 
taken. In the best set that remark would amuse 
enormously. It îs a bogus refinement, as ît were, 
to be shocked. You may laugh — withîn limits, of 
course — at this particular kind of thing — within the 
bounds of modération you may laugh." This répéti- 
tion gave James time to get out of the room. When 
he had gone Miss Broser went on, "There is a side 
issue, I admit, — which is that James may not un- 
derstand." 

"He came from a very good place," said Mrs. 
Blent, crumbling her bread. 

" Yes, and he knows he came from a good place. 
He may also know that what one family may laugh 
at another may not. I am not sure on that point. 
He is young to hâve grasped the social limits of 
humour — if there is such an expression. It is better, 
therefore, that Hammy should be careful in future." 
Miss Broser spoke kindly, yet Mr. Blent had red- 
dened and paled again as he deplored his stupidity 
— or carelessness, rather. He pleaded that extén- 
uation. 

"Will you never remember, Father?" asked Mrs. 
Blent. 

Hope looked from her father to Miss Broser, from 
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Miss Broser back to her father. It was up to Miss 
Broser to do something. She dîd ît, calmly, incî- 
sîvely, suavely; Mr. Blent protesting ail the tîme 
that he dîd know. 

**To know the peerage — în and out" — saîd 
Miss Broser, — "to know who marries who, and so 
forth, errs on the side of too much knowledge. There 
is no reason, unless you move în a partîcular set, 
that you should know the întîmate affaîrs of that 
partîcular set. It îs not încumbent upon you to 
know ail about people unless you are personally 
acquaînted wîth the people themselves. On broad 
lines — leam enough not to make mîstakes, such as 
Mr. Blent has just made, but do not claîm an în- 
tîmate knowledge of people who do not know you." 

** I always remember who Lord Sîmplex marrîed,'* 
muttered Mr. Blent. 

And Mîss Broser saîd, that marrîage havîng re- 
sulted în a cause célèbre mîght quîte correctly be 
remembered by every one — of whatever socîal sta- 
tus he mîght chance to be. "Poor Sîmplex!" she 
added. 

Hère Mr. Blent tumed to Mrs. Blent, certain of 
support. *'Thîs îs not lamb, Mother," he saîd. 

And Mother replîed, " I paîd for lamb, Father." 

"Mutton wîth mînt sauce may always pass as 
lamb," înterposed Mîss Broser. "The Duchess 
never questîoned ît — so long as there was mînt 
sauce after the Duke's death." 

"Impossible people," thought Hope. But she 

173 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

had a vague suspicion that Joanna would hâve en- 
joyed it ail — and Lady Agnes. Possibly any one 
whose parents the Blents were not. 

As Hope was still wondering over Miss Broser, the 
door was flung open and a man came in. There were 
screams from Hammy, and confusion everywhere. 
Then the man sat down beside Miss Broser and, lay- 
îng his cheek against hers, said: " Well, old Proser, 
what is it now? The latest jargon — or is it bogus 
refinement to-day?" 

' * Sunbumt young men do not kiss — young women 
— in public," said Miss Broser, putting her hand on 
the man's head and pressing his cheek doser to hers. 

"But," said the sunbumt man, "you don't come 
and tuck me up as you used to do. You can't 
imagine how I hâve dreamed of those tucking-ups." 

Then the words came back to Hope, "One never 
dreams as one dreams beside a camp-fire." She 
looked at Paul Blunt, and he at her, but nothing 
she had said came back to him. He took as little 
notice of her now as he had taken interest in her 
before. He was engrossed in Hammy and Susie. 
They ruffled his hair. They climbed ail over him, 
untied his tie, and Hope knew that for him she did 
not even exist. No man will appear dishevelled be- 
fore the woman he wishes to attract. 

Hope never felt tidier. On what a volcano stands 
the stranger sister of a small, little-known brother. 
Hammy, like a lion released, sprang upon her — 
ruffling her hair, puUing it down, shoutîng as he did 
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ît — "Be funny — you!" and waîted. Hope had 
never felt less like beîng funny în her lîfe. 

Paul Blunt looked at her eamestly and, leanîng 
towards her, saîd: '*I Hke you better like that." 
And for the first time he looked at her as though she 
had a rîght to exîst. 

*' Men lîke haïr, dear," saîd Mrs. Blent, as she and 
Hope went upstaîrs together. "Who is he, dear? 
He 's your father's cousin — your cousin, too. His 
father started making a fortune long before we did 
and went back to the old way of spelling the name. 
Father did n't. Blent seemed good enough — but 
Blunt sounds better — but there it is. The girls can 
change their name and the boys can slip into Blunt, 
if they like. Paul is very distinguished — he need n't 
be, l'm sure, with ail his money: but he is. Miss 
Broser was his govemess, years ago, of course. He 
makes a ridiculous fuss of her. After she left the 
Blunts she was with the Duchess of Milford. In the 
days when we were at a loss sometimes — in social 
things, I mean — she used to corne and instruct us. 
Now that we know — we stîU ask her to corne on 
Sundays — because lunch is her dinner — and we 
don't like to dismiss her altogether, although her 
work is done, so to speak." 

''It is kind of you," said Hope. "I hâve met 
Captain Blunt before." 

Where, dear?" 

At Lady Agnes's." 

Yes, dear, that 's right, Lady Agnes.^* 
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The months passed by and Hope was carried 
away on the streçtm of a comfortable lîfe. She made 
no effort to get out of the stream. She liked the ease 
of her progress. She was gently borne ; at tîmes she 
drifted. The waters were never too deep, the current 
never too strong. Thîs was the life of which she had 
dreamed — with différent parents, of course; but 
she had corne to realise that one cannot hâve every- 
thing — and she had Hammy. She had never be- 
fore known intimately a small boy; and any one 
who knows him must know that even the least de- 
lightf ul of the species is worth knowing, and Hammy 
was really delightful. There îs nothing in the world 
to compare with a small boy, imless ît is, perhaps, a 
small giri, and she is absolutely différent, except in 
that she too is delightful. But there is the chivalry, 
innate, of the small boy, which is very attractive; 
his manliness, which is very appealing, in its boy- 
îshness; his frankness, his honesty; his feelings, 
touchy and sensitive sometîmes, perhaps, but al- 
ways understandable, to those who can and will 
understand. There is his keenness (nobody îs half so 
keen). His understanding of the deepest mysteries. 
He will instruct you in the intrîcacies of machinery 
— the ways and goings-on of motors, as no man 
can: his 'you see' explains everything and makes 
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you believe that you too hâve vision. Then there 
are moments — if you show real intelligence — or a 
truly humble idiotcy — when his hand steals through 
your arm — and, well, every woman knows how 
absurdly gratifying and satisfying is that silent 
tribute. (The boy grows to be a man — the tribute 
remains the same: he still pays it to a gratified 
woman.) 

AU this was Hope's. Less satisfying but intensely 
comfortable were the changes of the season, as re- 
garded clothes. Autumn meant furs; spring, the 
casting-off of thèse furs ; the ordering of new clothes 
in their place, light and pretty. Summer came to. 
mean muslins and chiffons, and no bother or trouble 
about any of them. She was quite sure Joanna had 
not the slightest notion how easily thèse things 
came to those who had the money to pay, the taste 
to choose, and the love of the things. That was where 
Joanna failed so conspicuously. She was content as 
she was. Mrs. Blent wondered if Hope was satisfied. 
She took everj^hing for granted : expressed admira- 
tion of nothing. Not even the magnificence of the 
house had impressed her. This Mrs. Blent felt to 
be well-bred; but to her Hope might hâve been 
natural. The statues even left her cold. She had not 
admitted the ingenuity of Father in putting them 
ail to some good use. The Venus de Milo wore a 
coronet of electric lamps, thereby justifying her 
magnificent existence. He might hâve caused arms 
to be bestowed upon the beauty, but he saîd he 
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stopped short of that. And he vowed the coronet 
improved her : no one could deny that — or that she 
would hâve been a duchess had she lived. Hope dîd 
not deny ît. She saîd nothîng. And her way up and 
downstaîrs was lighted from the crown of the brow 
of beauty îmmortalised. Mrs. Blent thought she 
mîght say somethîng. There were other statues 
holding baskets of bégonias. The colour warmed 
them up and a florist came every moming to see to 
the plants. Hope could not hâve been accustomed 
to that. It was absurd to prétend she had been. 
To her own mother, too! 

** Ask any one you like to dinner, dear," said Mrs. 
Blent; **we are only too anxious to make your 
friends ours." 

Hope hesitated. She knew now that Maud Chan- 
dler's clothes were not what they ought to be — they 
looked pretty, but Hope knew too much of their past ' 
to be able to appreciate them. 

They could not really look nice made up out of 
last year's remuants, and the trimmings of the last 
ten years' wear. Hope, conscious of the through and 
through dairitiness of her own new clothes, had be- 
come very fastidîous and distrustful of the origins 
of Maud's foundations. 

Willing Manners? She would like to împress him. 
But would he be impressed? 'Would he ever get 
p2ist the Venus at the top of the stairs? 

**Mr. Manners might come," she said; but did 
not add — **for copy" — as she might hâve done. 
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*' Ask hîm, dear; what about Lady Agnes?" 
Hope did not know — she hardly knew her well 
enough. 

"But Mr. and Mrs. Templar were so întîmate. 
Father taJks of putting the footmen into sUk 
stockings." 

*'Oh, I don't thînk ît îs necessary," saîd Hope. 
"Ithink— " 

"Well, dear, it's ail the same to me. I say ît 
would n't alter the taste of the sauces — and taste 
îsthething, îsn'tit?" 

Hope was not sure about Lady Agnes; she would 
think about ît. 

"She îs in town, dear. I saw her name în the 
'Momîng Post' yesterday." 

Hope saîd she would go and see her. 

"That's rîght, dear; wear your best clothes. I '11 
drive you there. We wîll take the second man, we 
don't always wîth the car — but Lady Agnes mîght 
notice if we did n't." 

"How would she see?" asked Hope. And Mrs. 
Blent saîd she mîght be lookîng out of the window. 

Mrs. Blent drove Hope to the Normans' house in 
Upper Brook Street. Lady Agnes was at home, 
although she was not lookîng out of the window, 
so far as Hope could see. Jomammy would hâve 
been lookîng out of every window, had ît been pos- 
sible, if she had been în London. What are Windows 
for, she would hâve asked, but to frame the curions 
outlook of country cousins? 
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It was strange how often Hope thought of Joanna; 
only strange in that she tried not to thînk about her 
at ail. It was difficult. 

The butler announced Hope as Miss Templar — 
so it was évident she rose above the disguise of her 
fashionable clothes. Of that she was glad. Lady 
Agnes was surprised to see her; Hope knew that; 
at first she mîght hâve been expecting her, so little 
notice did she take of her. Then, looking up from 
her writing, she said: **0h, ît's you? I'hi so sorry. 
I thought it was some one else." 

Then she was delightful to Hope, drew her down 
on to the sofa, admired her, and laying her hand on 
hers, said, **Was it worth it?" 

**What I gave for it?" asked Hope, choosing to 
suppose Lady Agnes meant her frock. 

"Wasit?" 

Hope shook her head. " Nothing is — îs it? " 

**That's what I want to know." 

"How are they — at home? " 

**Ah, that's one of the things I wanted to know. 
It is still * at home,' is it? Because it ought to be — 
it ought to be." 

Hope nodded: it was. Therein lay the difficulty. 
Hère she was, dressed by Mrs. Blent — and think- 
ing of Joanna. 

** Do you want to know how they are?" 

Hope nodded. 

'*Well, Joanna wanders about. She feeds the 
goats, nurses the babies — and the sick; loves her 
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John — laughs wîth Wîdow Waysey — cries wîth 
Mrs. Don— " 

''Why?" 

" Oh, only because Mrs. Don feels lîke ît — amuses 
my Humphrey. By the way, my Diana adores her; 
I suppose ail girls do — at Diana's âge you must 
hâve done — " 

" I was at school so much," murmured Hope. 

"That was a pîty," said Lady Agnes. 

"One must leam," said Hope. 

"Yes — but I find Joanna teaches my Diana so 
much no one else can teach her." 

This wasn't what Hope had come for. **I won- 
dered," she said, "if you would come and dine with 
us one night — my f ather and mother — would be 
so pleased." 

"I shall — hâte them." 

** I don't mind so long as you don't laugh at them 
— they are very kind." 

"Yes, but I am on the side of the angels, John 
and Joanna." 

"There are no sides. The Blents are my f ather 
and mother. I can't do anything but stay with them, 
can I?" 

"No — youcan't, Tm sure; I wîll come, if only 
to see how they compare with John and Joanna — 
write and let me know when. You are lookîng very 
nice, my dear," And Lady Agnes laid her hand af- 
fectionately on Hope's shoulder, and Hope went 
eut from her présence pleased, triumphant even. 
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She would she had looked more than 'nîce*; but to 
hâve looked that was something. 

Father and Mother looked quîte possible in 
evening dress — she thought. So long as they did n't 
babble it would be quite ail right. If only she could 
get a Frenchman to corne to dinner, ail would be 
well. Nothing so effectually silenced them as the 
terror of being addressed in French. She must try. 

She was at the top of the stairs. Lady Agnes was 
standing at the drawing-room door. Somebody was 
coming up the stairs — running. It sounded like 
some one running, very lightly — some one in a 
hurry — some one very happy — nearer and nearer 
it came — a girl — as light on her feet as a bird on 
the wing; she nearly ran into Hope, apologised, 
turned to Hope, a lovely, laughing face and said, 
** l 'm so sorry, miss." 

Hope drew back to let the girl pass, and Lady 
Agnes, from the doorway, said, **There you are!" — 
So she had been expecting some one — and it was 
Milly she was expecting! 

The door was shut and Hope was left outside. 



XX 

Mrs. Blent had been waîting in the car for Hope. 
It looked better, she explained. Hope laughed. 
What did ît matter how things looked to people 
who made frîends with gîrls lîke Mîlly? 

**Wasn't she ail right, dear?" asked Mrs. Blent 
anxîously, — ** I mean Lady Agnes." It seemed quîte 
impossible that any one could be anything but de- 
lighted to see this really wonderful daughter of hers 
— a daughter of whom any one might be proud. 

''She was delightful, of course." 

''But, shewon'tdine?" 

"Shewilldine." 

*' Well, there, dear, what did I tell you?" 

"You told me she would be looking out of the 
wîndow." 

**That was a, façon de parler jso to speak," saîd 
Mrs. Blent, smiling. " A very pretty gîrl went in just 
before you came out." 

'*Yes — I know the gîrl — she has no right to 
be there — none. She 's a bad character." 

**No, dear, you don't say so? Lady Agnes works 
for those societies. Dear, dear, and she looked — 
well, she might hâve been any one." 

'*She 's a girl from Up and Down — she was sent 
away from a place for stealing." 
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"Stealing! But that is impossible — from a 
place — place dear ; that makes it impossible." 

"And Jomammy befriended her and did absurd 
things — gave her the goats to look after." 

''Goats?" said Mrs. Blent, mystified. 

'* And swallows to watch," added Hope. 

"Swallows?" said Mrs. Blent, more mystified 
still. "Whatfor?" 

'*I don't know,'* said Hope, *'but I believe be- 
cause the swallows were young and helpless — and 
soft — but what the goats were, I can't imagine — 
odious, I thought them." 

" I am glad you came to us, dear. I never heard 
of ladies and gentlemen having anything to do with 
goats. Mrs. Templar can't be fit to take care of 
young people. It 's a mercy you are what you are, 
dear; birth does tell. We hâve much to be thankful 
for. I thought a clergyman's wif e would be ail right." 

'*So she is — so she is — you can't understand 
— she 's so right that she 's odd. I mean she carries 
Chrîstianity to an extrême." 

"Your father always says it's ail very well, 
but ît's not a practical proposition — and Father 
knows." Mrs. Blent said it with regret. It would 
hâve been nice to hâve found Father wrong for once. 
But he was right, in the strength of hb disbeliefs as 
in every thing else. 

"Goats and swallows," she murmured. "What 
next? Did Lady Agnes admire your things — 
xJothes? " 
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Hope shook her head. She was past caring what 
Lady Agnes thought, who had proved herself a wo- 
man of no discrimination — or taste. At the end 
of an hour or two of confused thought, Hope came 
to the happy conclusion that Lady Agnes was re- 
forming Milly. 

But does a girl run upstairs, gaily and happily 
— like a dancing wind — as Milly did, when she was 
going to find, at the top, only cold reformation? 
No! 

Hope went down to dinner feeling duU and de- 
pressed. She opened the drawing-room door. With 
his back to the fireplace stood Paul Blunt: he was 
alone in the room. She shut the door — and he and 
she were alone. 

He looked up. "There you are," he said, "Did 
Hammy give you my message?" 

"What mess2^e?" 

"Nevermind. You puzzle me. I hâve been puz- 
zling over you ever since I saw you." He looked at 
her. " Vou hâve tidied your hair s^ain." 

Hope put her hands to her head and felt the 
smooth bands of her haïr; they were shining, she 
knew, imder the electric light. "So hâve you," she 
said. 

" Hammy *s a young ruffian, îs n*t he?" 

"He's nice," said Hope, sitting down on a sofa. 

"Snice?"askedPaul. 

Hope laughed. * ' Snice." 

"Where were you ail the time?" he asked. 
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"WherewasI?" 

"Yes." 

** You don't remember? " 

**How should I? I asked my father. He dîd n't 
know. He had forgotten you existed. Why did you 
ever go?" 

"They were poor then." 

"Well, what had that to do wîth ît?" Paul 
frowned. It had not occurred to him that poor peo- 
ple parted with their children more easily than ridi. 

"They thought they ought to give me a chance." 
Hope clasped her hands round her knees as Joanna 
dîd — she found the attitude a little strained, She 
unclasped her hands and held them out after the 
manner of Lady Agnes, and found that more com- 
fortable; ît also showed off her hsmds to advantage, 
so she decîded to adopt ît untîl she grew tîred. 

"And where can a chîld be better than wîth her 
parents?" asked Paul. 

** It was n't my fault," saîd Hope, smîlîng. That 
he was înterested was somethîng — she could f orgîve 
hîm hîs bluntness — no, she dîd n't mean to make a 
bad joke — she felt much too mîserable — yet happîer 
in thèse last few mînutes than she had been ail day. 

** I can't understsmd people partîng wîth a chîld," 
he explaîned. "Tell me, were you happy?" 

"Very." 

"And the people you went to — mothered and 
fathered you?" 

"Mothered and fathered me." 
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"And gave you everythîng?" 

"Everything." 

" And made you good, lovîng, obedîent, and tîdy ? " 

" My other mother was the untîdiest person you 
ever saw." 

'* And her untîdîness made you tîdy?" 

"Yes." 

''Wasshelovable?" 

*' Very — you would hâve thought so/* 

*'Why should I hâve thought so?" 

*' Because — her hair was blown about — as she 
used to say — by the rushing winds of heaven — 
her boots squabbed by the good rain — muddied 
by the dear earth — and — I f orget ! She treated 
the village people as if they were — humstn. She 
stood out among them ail — stood out agaînst the 
sunset — in the churchyard — do you — remem- 
ber? You saîd you would never f orget." 

'*Are you the girl?" asked Paul Blunt eagerly, 
taking a step towards her. Impulsively she put out 
her hsinds. He took them in his and he sat down on 
the sofa beside her. "You are that girl — the girl 
I should never hâve remembered who lived with 
that woman I shall never f orget?" 

Hope nodded. " I lived with Jomammy." 
She took you as a baby away from this?" 
This did not exist then," saîd Hope. 

"But your father and mother did, and she took 
you from them and she brought you up, and you 
came back of your own free-will — to this?" 
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"I came back> yes, wîUingly — where should a 
child be better than wîth its parents?" 

" With her — And she? What did she feel? And 
he?" 

"John and Joanna?" 

"Yes." 

" I can't quîte make out. I thînk they were 
sorry." 

"Andyou?" 

Hope looked at Paul. She must be honest and 
truthful. He would see through 2tny affectation of 
eîther. For answer, she stuck out herfoot — in the 
satin shoe wîth the paste buckle — then there were 
silk stockings to be taken into account. She puUed 
up her skirt disclosîng her underskîrt of lace, pow- 
dered with tiny rosebuds ; she dropped her skirt over 
ît again, her skirt of white tulle like drifting mist; 
and Paul looking, thought of Joanna with her hair 
blown about by the rushing winds of heaven — her 
shoes squabbed by the good rain — muddied by the 
dear earth — 2tnd knew her to be the compstnion 
he would hâve chosen to walk with through a wide 
world. 

"Tell me about her," he saîd. 

"What is there to tell? Her little girl died — as 
a baby." 

"That's in her eyes," said Paul thoughtfuUy. 

"And she was heart-broken," went on Hope. 

"That's in her smile." 

"And she adopted me." 
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"That*s în her arms." 

"And she was the quaîntest mother imaginable." 

*'That'sjustherself/' 

''But you don't know her," said Hope, findîng 
Paul even stranger than John and Joanna — and a 
lîttle alarmîng too. Would she never meet comfort- 
able, ordinary people? 

**No — you must tell me ail about her." 

And she told hîm ail she could think of about Jo- 
anna, and things she had not known she knew she 
told him, and still he wanted more. When she had 
done, — there was really nothîng more, "unless," 
as the Irîshman saîd, ''she would be tellin' hîm a 
lie," — he said, "And you left her — can leave her 
— forthîs?" 

Hope for answer put out her feet in the buckled 
shoes and sîlk stockîngs. She looked at hîm under 
her eyelashes. Were sîlks and satins arguments — 
strong arguments — to a man lîke Paul? Would 
he ever understand the longîng for "things" that 
sometimes possesses a gîrl? — a longîng that gîrls 
who always hâve, and hâve always had, "things" 
can never appreciate. 

The door opened and in came Mr. Blent. "You 
want more lîght," he saîd, tuming up more lîght, 
and Hope's haïr shone lîke pure gold and her buckles 
shone lîke diamonds under îts brîlliance. "Making 
frîends, eh?" he saîd. "You're cousins, you know? 
It îs n't every day you find a pretty cousin, eh, Paul? 
You explorers think there 's nothing worth looking 
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for în the old country. Where in Afrîca would you 
find purer gold than thîs? " — and he touched Hope's 
haïr. She shrank from hîs touch. She was not yet 
accustomed to her father. 

'* You must go to the théâtre together," he saîd. 

'*Shall we go to a play?" asked Paul, tuming to 
Hope. 

Hope's heart beat with excîtement. " I should love 
it." And this play not 'for copy/ she thought trî- 
umphantly — but for herself . 

''What shall ît be — Shakespeare?" 

*'No — we saw Shakespeare the other day," she 
saîd, and Paul smîled. Was it only the other day 
he had seen Joanna — a small dark figure agaînst 
the gorgeous settîng of the sun, the background o£ 
molten clouds. 

"You wîU lîke a musical comedy," he saîd. 

**Why should I?" asked Hope, resentînghîs as- 
surance. 

*'Because ail young thîngs your âge do — when 
shall we go?" And Hope naturally saîd, "To- 
morrow," and he took a notebook from hîs pocket. 
No, not to-morrow ; he was engaged ; and the next 
day and the day after — it must be next week. 

For next week Hope waîted. Every moment 
seemed weîghted — never dragged days so slowly. 
And of Mîlly she never thought; but onlyof Paul, 
and of those engagements that had fiUed hîs book. 
What was he doîng on ail those days? There was a 
sîde of hîs lîfe which she would never know. There 
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must always be those women whom he admîred, of 
whom he dreamed besîde the camp-fires — brillÎ2tnt 
women who could talk — who lîked plays, not 
musical comédies — who were natural, like Jo- 
amia, yet tidy and beautifuUy dressed. And she 
thought, What more of Joanna could she tell hîm? 
And crowding to her mînd came thousands of things 
Jomammy had done for her that she had forgotten. 
Even now she was amazed and wondered if she 
was n't making them up, just to light the spark of 
enthusîasm in the eyes of Paul Blunt. 



XXI 

JOANNA had receîved many letters from Elizabeth 
reporting the progress of Milly. The progress was 
as rapîd as ît was remarkable. Not only had the 
gîrl proved extraordînarily adaptive, but she had 
initiation and originality. In speaking, her enunci- 
ation was not so pure as it should be, but that was 
only natural and would in time be corrected. And 
she had so fascinating a way of talking, so delightful 
a voice, that her friends quickly adopted her way of 
speaking instead of Milly theirs, which, of course, 
was a disappointment to Elizabeth. As to her ap- 
pearance? She was in great good looks and every- 
where she went she was admired. She was now 
Elizabeth's friend (Elizabeth had no objection to 
the Word partner), and it must be understood she no 
longer dusted the dark room. (Joanna was quite 
certain the dark room was none the worse for that.) 
Milly was very happy, but had a curions désire to 
see Mrs. Don. What did Joanna ad vise? 

*' Curions désire?" said Joanna, when she had 
read the letter. Knowing Milly, she could not find 
the désire curions. It was to Milly perfectly natural 
to wish to retum to Up and Down. But Hope had 
expressed no overwhelming désire to see Joanna. 
She said she would wait till the summer. Joanna 
looked out of her window. Across the casement the 
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apple-tree had stretched îts branches (arms they 
seemed to Joanna) laden with blossom, pînk and 
white. They waved to her in the wind amd scattered 
petals în handfuls on to her wîndow-sill, so that she 
might feel how soft they were amd see how exqui- 
sitely they were tînted. Summer would soon be hère. 
The daffodils beneath her wîndow nodded their 
heads to her in theîr frîendly manner, bendîng to the 
wilful wind. You must give way to the wind or it 
wîll never leave you alone — so they made the best 
of ît, sharing îts merrîment. The hawthom în the 
hedges was lîke drîftîng snow, pîled hîgh ; the cherry 
blossoms made a faîryland of the woods — and a 
world of beauty for Joanna — everythîng conspîring 
together to that end. And în the summer Hope was 
comîng. But MîUy was comîng now, and up the 
village went Joanna to break the news to Mrs. Don. 

Mrs. Don on hearîng the news pursed her lîps: 
'*She'll be dressed up fine, she wîll — and me as I 
am — 

Joanna saîd she belîeved ît was Mrs. Don's face 
Mîlly wanted to see. 

*' Not much to see there, I *m sure," saîd Mrs. Don. 
(The least that could be saîd of Mrs. Don's face was 
that there was too much of ît.) '* And when does she 
come?" she asked. 

Joanna saîd she thought she might come at any 
moment. 

'*Should n*t be surprised îf she was wearing the 
rainbow by this time," saîd Mrs. Don; **she's cried 
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for ît often enough, and she *s one to get what she 
wants in the end. Yousee!" 

Joanna lcx)ked over the tops of the géranium 
plants — out of the wîndow — and down the vil- 
lage, like a bird on the wing, came a girl running. 
By her clothes Joanna would hâve judged her a 
village girl, but no village girl known to Joanna ran 
as this girl was running. She wore a blue cotton 
frock, and a straw hat with a ribbon round it. She 
opened the garden gâte ; she knew just how you must 
lift it first, then push it. She opened the cottage 
door, humouring that, too, according to its need — 
and in one moment her arms were round her mother. 
Why, Milly, child," exclaimed Mrs. Don. 

You're just as you were, sure enough." But Jo- 
anna saw she was not. 

Joanna stole out of the cottage so that the woman 
and child should be alone together; but Mrs. Don 
called her back. **Please, ma'am." And Joanna 
came back and, taking Milly's hand, said: **Well, 
Milly, hâve you discovered a new bird yet?" And 
Milly said: "How did you know? It's Miss Col- 
umn's surprise." And she drew from her pocket a 
letter. 

"I thought you would," said Joanna. 

"Did you?" said Milly. "You remember the 
little swallows?" 

Joanna remembered them perfectly. By now they 
were building nests of their own. Milly must come 
and see if she recognised them grown up. 
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*'They are buîldîng there now?" she asked. And 
Joanna saîd swallows were buîldîng there. 

*'Well, what sort of a bîrd hâve you dîscovered, 
Mîlly?" asked Mrs. Don, **a lark or a sparrow?" 
And she chuckled at her own joke. It was not often 
she made one, but there was somethîng înfectîous 
about Mîlly's gaîety. "She made you want to laugh 

— that she did," saîd Mrs. Don later — to those 
who would lîsten. And the whole vîUage was wîUing 

— for a tîme. '* I was thînkîng you 'd be fine, Mîlly, 
but / made thîs, surely?" And as she asked the 
questîon she pulled at Mîlly 's dress. 

Mîlly saîd, ** Yes, I dîd n't want them to be ask- 
îng my name at the statîon." 

"And the bîrd?*' asked Joanna. And Mîlly, the 
bîrd-lover, the enthusîast — almost an omîthologîst 

— started off on a description of the bîrd she had 
dîscovered. As Joanna had prophesîed, ît was, în- 
deed, a rare bîrd. It was brownîsh — and bluîsh — 
wîth strange spots upon it — and streaks hère and 
there — she had seen ît only for a moment — ît had 
flown away and the under-wîngs were orange and 
there was a kînd of halo round ît. And Joanna was 
quîte convînced that the clîmate of the most north- 
em part of Scotland had not suîted Mîlly. She had 
found ît too exhîlaratîng — and bracîng. But ît be- 
came her wonderfully — the descrîbîng of the bîrd. 
Her eyes sparkled and her cheeks glowed under the 
stress of her emotîon. Joanna belîeved firmly that 
even the oldest and dryest of omithologîsts would 
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be înterested in thîs bîrd of Mîlly's dîscovering. 
Joanna hoped she mîght find another — îts perfect 
mate. 

She left Mrs. Don and Milly together — Mrs. 
Don showing Milly a broken teapot — the best 
china — and Milly promisîng to mend it, holding 
the broken spout in her fingers, fitting it to the 
broken part — consoling Mrs. Don — encouraging 
her. Joanna saw that the fingers holding the broken 
spout were délicate, beautifuUy shaped, — the hand 
that held the teapot, roughened with work, red, 
clumsy — Milly patted it. To her it had been a 
tender hand — for its size. 

Joanna went off to read Elizabeth's letter. She 
stopped at the first gâte she came to, and, leaning 
against it, she opened the letter and read : — 

Dear Joanna, — Milly is goîng at once to see Mrs. Don. 
She won't wait. She is taking this to you. You will prob- 
ably hear from her that she has discovered a new bird. 
I loiew she would. I cannot tell you how proud I am — 
and delighted. I do net claîm that it had never been 
seen before; but Mr. Willow — a professer of omithology 
— qui te a young man for a prof essor — was hère yesterday 
and he cannot place it. He spent a long time questioning 
Milly. He is tremendously interested. We shall see her 
on the platform yet. I feel convinced she has a great fu- 
ture. Lady Agnes has taken her up and is greatly înterested 
in her éducation. She is learnîng to speak in public herself 
and takes Milly with her to classes. It appears that Milly 
has a great gif t for speaking: but speaks too fluentiy — 
in fact, has too much to say. Lady Agnes says if they 
can only find a subject on whîch Milly knows nothing she 
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wîU get on wdl. That, of course, îs fun! The first day at 
the class the subject chosen was "The conditions under 
which the poor live in agricultural districts." It was un- 
fortunate; of course, as Milly says, not one lady knew what 
she was talking about and she reduced them ail to tears. 
She took an extrême case, she owns — and gave the agri- 
cultural labourer more children than he need hâve had, 
and nearer together than necessary, but she says if she* 
had n*t done that, they would hâve gone on thînking a 
man can live on sixteen shillings a week, and a Christmas 
tree — and save for an old âge — a happy old âge. To 
cheer the ladies up she popped the children into white 
night-gowns and had them in rows saying their prayers by 
eight o'clock. It weakened her point, but she said no one 
noticed that, they were so relieved the night-gowns were 
whîte. The next subject is "England in Egypt." I found 
Milly with Milner's book in bed at half-past twelve last 
night. I am afraid she '11 know more about that subject 
than any one. She 's mad about the Nile — dreams of it 
— and Milner does make it romance, does n't he? She is 
the greatest comfort to me and her success in social work 
îs really astounding. She has a most wonderful influence 
over the girls she meets at the Training Homes to which 
she goes with Lady Agnes. She tells them ail about birds. 
She applies the lessons in the most wonderful way. It is 
marvellous what birds can do. Look what they Ve done 
for her. 

Yours, EUZABETH. 

P.S. Personally, I think it was the birds did it, not the 
goats. I hope you won't think I am prejudiced about 
Milly. 

Joanna smîled as she folded the letter and, re- 
placing it în the envelope, put it in her pocket and 
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leant with her arms on the top of the gâte. The 
scène she looked upon was familiar to her. Every 
cottage and farmhouse nestling enfolded în the 
shadow of the hîUs, she knew. In the one was a wo- 
man she was devoted to; în the other, a child she 
loved; in another, an old man who amused her; în 
yet another, a young man whom she advîsed amd 
who în retum gave her advîce on how to influence 
hîm for good. It was no use, he would say, speakîng 
to hîm firmly. It was sympathy he wanted, and 
Joanna, knowîng quîte well that those who ask for 
sympathy are just those who need ît the least, dealt 
wîth hîm accordîng to her own humour, and lîked 
hîm much better than he knew — or she knew. In 
every cottage and farm there were people she lîked. 
In every tree there must be bîrds — those she loved 
too. In every wood there were animais. As she 
looked she thought of MîUy — of her retum to the 
home of Mrs. Don — and then she thought of Hope. 
Would she come back as sîmply as Milly had come? 
Joanna thought she would in ail probability put on 
her best clothes and her best manners, thinking to 
overawe John and Joanna, and she smîled to think 
how dîfiicult it would be to impress Daddy John, 
who would look far deeper than clothes and would 
certaînly find în Hope something of the child he had 
loved. He always surprised people by the good he 
found in them. Very often it was not the good they 
expected hîm to find : but rather some hidden good 
of which they were unconscious. 
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Whîle Joanna leant on the gâte thînkîng thèse 
thîngs, she heard a step, and tumed to find Milly 
besîde her. 

"Isn't it lovely?" saîd the girl, drînking in the 
beauty of a scène that must hâve been familiar to 
her ever sînce she remembered anythîng. There must 
hâve been a tîme when she had stood and looked 
between the bottom bars of the gâte on to a vérit- 
able forest of pînk vetch. 

'*Have you anythîng to say?" asked Joanna, and 
Milly answered '*Yes," and she paused. Joanna 
asked her gently what it was she wanted to say. 

**Mother — says you hâve something to tell me. 
What is it, please?" 

Joanna was silent. She looked at the piles of white 
clouds — at the blue sky — at the woods and the 
green slopes — and wondered how she should tell 
Milly, and what she should tell her. She knew noth- 
îng except that Milly was not the Dons* child. 
*'Have you ever felt a longing for a life différent 
from the one you led hère? Now, of course, you are 
leading a différent life : but before that — did you 
ever feel you wanted something more?" 

"How do you mean?" asked Milly. 

And Joanna answered: **I mean exactly what I 
say — dîd your life hère satisfy you? *' 

'*Does it satisfy any one?" asked Milly. 

Joanna thought for a moment; then saîd: "Yes, 
I think — it does — certainly. I believe there are 
bundreds of girls satisfied to live as their mothers 
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lîved before them — or if they waint more, ît îs only 
to go to a town where they can hâve fun and pretty 
clothes — and see other girls and men. Was that the 
life you wanted?" 

Milly peeled the lichen from the gate-post and 
hesitated to speak. 

''Tell me, Milly." 

And Milly said slowly: **I wanted to gp away — 
but not to the next town and not to buy finery — or 
to hâve a good time. I wanted that, perhaps; but 
what I wanted was to travel — I wanted to go miles 
and miles away. I wanted to see mountains and 
lakes and déserts and volcanoes — and flyîng fish 
— and whales — and giraffes and éléphants. I 
wanted to bathe in warm seas — and pick armf uls 
of glorious flowers and eat strange fruits and see 
strange people. I wanted to see the country of the 
Bible — I wanted to see myriads of stars — and to 
be alone in great places. I wamted to see birds and 
beasts. I wanted to weai: the rainbow — and chase 
the clouds — and play with the lîghtning and watch 
storms. I did n't know ail I wanted until I lived 
with Miss Column, and now I know. IVe read 
dozens of books since I Ve been with her and I Ve 
been to lectures — and I Ve seen pictures and l 've 
heardfhîngs — '* 

''And youcould come back to the Dons' cottage?" 

Milly hesitated. " Don't ask me," she said. 

"But it's what I want to ask you, what I want 
to know." 
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If — some day, when I Ve seen everythîng and 
done everythîng and been everywhere — and l'm 
tîred and old — then I thînk I should lîke to corne 
back. Mother îs very good when you're tired." 

**But îf you were wom out and old, your mother 
would not be lîkely to be hère. What wîll the world 
seem to you wîthout your mother?" 

Joanna watched the gîrl's face — ît was puzzled, 
unhappy, ashamed. '*Perhaps," said Milly, *'I am 
not like other gîris — " 

'*You think some gîrls love theîr mother more 
than you love yours?" 

'*She's been very good to me.'* 

"Yes, a woman might be that and yet be not 
quîte lîke a mother. Hâve you ever thought what 
mother you would hâve chosen — if you could hâve 
chosen?" 

'*I would n't say îf I had," saîd the gîrl, hurt by 
Joanna's persîstence. 

Joanna, seeîng ît, laîd her hand on MîUy's arm. 
"MîUy," she saîd, "Mrs. Don îs not your mother. 
Thîs does not detract from her goodness. You owe 
more to her than you would hâve done to your own 
mother, because she has done for you of her f ree wîll 
what a mother must hâve done." 

**Who was my mother?" 

*' I don't know — nobody knows/' 

''Andmy father?" 

Joanna shook her head. 

They were sîlent — then MîUy saîd: "l'm goîng 
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home to help Mother — wash — she feels her back. 
She never used to — " 

And Joanna was left alone, "Dear, dear chîld," 
she said. 

The smoke rose from the chîmneys of the farm- 
houses, in thin, blue, unwaverîng lines. There was 
the soft rustling of living things in the hedges. It 
was a very quiet world and a very beautif ul world — 
a sad world — a happy world — and a world where 
things happened — unexpected things. A young 
man was passing. He stopped and asked Joanna the 
way to Up and Down. He addressed her as his good 
woman, and Joanna, knowing herself to be not much 
worse thctn most and little better than some, re- 
sented not at ail his manner of speech, since she could 
not by any possibility of means be his. 

She smiled when he begged her pardon. "And 
why?" she asked, '*do you find me less good than 
you at first thought me?" 

He hastily assured her; not less good, but more 
accessible than most good women. Joanna thought 
a second, then suggested that women needed, per- 
haps, the assurance that they were good. To speak 
to them without that assurance rather suggested 
they were — not so good. The young man said he 
would remember, that in addressing ail women he 
must acclaim their goodness. 

"There is good in most of them," said Joanna; "if 
you persist it is there." 

"Some good," agreed the young man. 
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More than men know," protested Joanna. 
More than we know," agaîn agreed the young 
man. He was amenable. ''And you live hère?" he 
asked. 

And Joanna în her tum asked hîm, why he should 
think so. Were her ways the ways of a country wo- 
man? Dîd her shoes — chumpy shoes they were — 
give her away, or her voîce betray her? 

And he saîd she had an aîr of quîet proprîetorshîp. 
As he had borne down upon her, he had seen her 
smiling at the grass, encouragîng ît. No one — no 
stranger — would take the înterest she took în the 
smallest effort made by the smallest flower to grow 
again that had grown before. "You look for a cer- 
tain flower hère — that grew by the gâte last year, 
and the year before that, and the year before that 
even — a flower that a stranger would not look for 
— nor miss when he found it not," 

**You are right," said Joanna, stooping; "there 
were violets hère last year and the year before and 
the year before that — perhaps — they are not hère 
this year." And she stooped doser — parting the 
graisses the better to see. 

'*You will muddy your skîrt," saîd the young 
man. 

*'Mud will brush off," said Joanna. 

'*Your hat îs — not quite straight. Does ît dis- 
tress you?" 

''Not întheleast." 

"There îs perhaps — who knows? — a hiatus be- 
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tween your petersham and your skîrt. Do you 
mînd that?" 

Thîs surprîsed Joanna — a lîttle, not much. 
*'Even that," she said, **I C£tn bear." 

'* Then, Jomammy, — show me the way to Up and 
Down, for by ail the gods I worshîp — and that îs 
but one — yours — I want more than anythîng to 
see you and Daddy John — and Up and Down — 
and the regenerating goats — " 

**I thought so,"*saîd Joanna, rîsîng from her 
knees. " I knew you — guessed it was you dîrectly 
I saw you — " 

"Why — how?" 

"By your exquîsîte manners — by your quîck 
presumption of my grâce and goodness — and be- 
cause Hope has described you. I know no young 
man wîth a tîe tied as yours îs tîed. In Up and Down 
such thîngs do not happen. It would not be Up and 
Down if they dîd. Now, tell me about Hope." 

The young man said he was hungry: Hope could 
waît. Would Mrs. Templar share hîs luncheon? 
And Mrs. Templar, hearing there was a bîscuît or 
two too many, was willing enough. She said she 
loved the unexpected. 

"And potted méat?" he asked. 

" No — not particularly — why ? " 

" I wondered — What do you like?" 

"The unexpected." 

She had expected Irîsh stew and John, and hère 
was — what? She peeped over the young man's 
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shoulder as he undîd the packet, taken from hîs coat 
pocket — almonds and raisins — a ginger-bread 
squirrel — that he explained was his birthday prés- 
ent, sent him by an old govemess. She never forgot 
— it travelled so well that the tail even was intact. 

' ' How far has it travelled ? ' ' 

"Switzerland" — and there were, besîdes the 
ginger-bread squirrel, sandwiches. 

Hère were almonds and adventure. The sand- 
wiches should be her host's. The biscuits, almonds, 
and raisins — and the squirrel — they would share, 
Joanna pronounced it * goUygoptious ' — a word she 
could not hâve spelt. He was delighted. They sat 
down under the hedge. It was not very wet, nor 
was it very dry, but it was delightful, and Joanna 
leamed in ten minutes more of Willing Manners 
than Hope could hâve told her after ten years. And 
when their meal was finished, and the crumbs shaken 
. from the skirt of Joanna and the paper tidily bur- 
îed, Joanna retumed to Hope, and as they walked, 
Willing told her about Hope and her new parents and 
her new world. It was a wonderfuUy tidy and well- 
ordered world ! And it was a perfectly round world. 
Her parents were round; their butler was round; 
the common task, the daily round was theirs ; every- 
thing was round and smooth. Hope was clinging to 
a round world — there was very little to catch hold 
of . There was in it not much that was beautiful and 
there was much that was hideous. There was noth- 
ing hideous that Mr. Blent could not afford to buy 
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— dealers knew that Mr. Blent was a dumpîng- 
ground for expensîve things that were valueless ex- 
cept for what they cost. Hope had become very 
expensîve. She was aiso în her conventîonal way 
almost beautîful, but she lacked — "Of course 
you know what it îs she lacks," saîd the young 
man. 

And Joanna objected to thîs. The young man 
mîght call her good if he liked; but he must not 
abuse Hope. She reminded him that Hope was her 
chîld, whatever the Blents mîght feel. 

'* Yes, yes, but how could she lîve wîth you," he 
asked/'and— ?" 

"Be so tîdy?" asked Joanna. 

" Well, yes, în body and mîftd." 

*'Because she was the Blents' chîld, I suppose. If 
ever you adopt a chîld you wîU find that whatever 
you may do for that chîld, that chîld wîU be yours 
just so long as she belîeves herself to be yours. 
When she knows she îs not yours — she wîU dîs- 
cover a duty towards the parents who felt lîttle 
towards her." 

'*I had not thought of adoptîng a chîld," saîd 
Manners seriously; **ît's an îdea — thank you: îf 
Hope won't marry me — " 

"Marry you?" asked Joanna în astonîshment. 
"Is that what you came down hère for?" 

**No, a thousand tîmes, no. I never thought of 
marryîng her when I took my tîcket for Up and 
Down thîs momîng. I had thought of ît before — 
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sometîmes — When she acted înf amously I thought 
to marry her în order to save her f rom herself — and 
save any audience — possible audiences, f rom her — 
and to save her from possible audiences; but that 
feeling passed. I had not thought of marrying her 
until I saw you : the sight of you made me feel that 
some little part of you — and some attributes of 
yours — must be hers. She could not hâve lived 
with you without becoming something like you and 
I would marry her and worship just that side of her 
character that might be yours. Perhaps once a week 
— on Sundays — or on festival days, appointed by 
the Church to be observed, she might be like you. 
The church bells might do it. Then Sunday would 
be my day of days. Now, it means to me — sau- 
sages for breakfast — as it does to hundreds and 
thousands of young men — and people generally." 
You are an absurd young man," said Joanna. 
How kind of you to feel that. Perhaps the sight 
of Up and Down has upset me. Hope has told me 
so much about you." 

"Has she?" asked Joanna, pleased. 

''She has. She did n't, perhaps, know how attrac- 
tive she made you. She is a little jealousfor — not 
of — your untidiness. She seemed afraid I should 
imagine you like Mrs. Blent." 

At this moment Joanna and her strange guest 
were passing Mrs. Don's cottage, and the door of the 
cottage stood open and Milly up to her elbows in 
soapsuds was at the wash-tub. She looked up as 
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Mrs. Templar passed. A coîl of her haïr had fallen 
over her shoulder. She threw it back and smîled at 
Joanna. 

The young man stood stîll and looked at Mîlly, 
"What an extraordînary thîng!" he saîd. 

'*What? a gîrl washing? I can assure you ît's an 
everyday sîght in Up and Down. We may be un- 
tîdy, but we are clean." 

**No, no, waît — she 's the lîvîng image of a girl 
* I saw the other day in London." 

'* We believe in Up and Down that there is no one 
quite like her," said Joanna. 

'*May I speak to her?" he asked. 

' * No, ' ' said Joanna ; ' * she has no need to be assured 
of hef goodness. Corne and see the church : it is very 
old and good, and the Vicar, not so old, but just as 
good. They are both well worth seeing. Neither of 
them talk much. The church will perhaps say more 
to you than will the Vicar. It is wiser, of course, but 
they both stand for and mean the same thing." 

**I sketch," said Manners. 

' ' Do you ? ' ' said Joanna. ' * We ail wish to at some 
time or other." 

"That cottage we passed would make a charming 
subject." 

'* Charming," saîd Joanna, "with îts thatched 
roof—" 

*' Yes," said the young man eagerly, — "thatched 
roof — that 's what I meant." 

"And its quaint chimney?" 
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*'Yes, yes, the lîght was just right — the sun 
kîssîng the chîmney," 

"Yes, the chîmney — ît's accustomed to beîng 
kîssed." 

''Butîtblushes— " 

" It 's accustomed to that too. It 's expected of ît 
— artists make ît blush, în every conceîvable shade 
of colour." 

'* WîU you forgîve me îf I — ?" 

"Never!" saîd Joanna. "The creepers over the 
cottage — the garden — the uneven bricks of the 
pathway up to the door — ît 's ail charmîng — you 
can paînt ît when you get home — ît 's ail charm- 
îng — " As she spoke she opened the gâte leadîng 
înto the vîcarage garden. "You must first see the 
Vicar — ît was Daddy John, you wîU remember, you 
came to see." 

But ît was Mîlly he had seen, thought Manners. 
The gâte was shut behînd hîm, and the young man 
was obliged to be întroduced to the Vîcar, although 
hîs heart was în Mrs. Don's cottage. 

"John," saîd Joanna, "hère îs Mr. Manners, 
Hope's friend. I am goîng to leave you together for 
a few minutes — John, are you lîstenîng?" 

John was lîstenîng. Into hîs hand Joanna slîpped 
a well-wom, slîm, leather-bound book. "Job, John," 
she whîspered and was gone. 

"So thîs îs Daddy John," thought Manners as 
he sat opposite the Vîcar. Hîs face Manners found 
charmîng, hîs expression whîmsîcal. In hîs eyes 
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there was humour, kîndlîness în hîs smîle. He must 
hâve found Hope tryîng. Hope may hâve found him 
impossible. She would. 

"You hâve a charmîng place hère, sîr/' saîd 
Manners easily, crossîng hîs legs as he spoke and 
tossing back his head, so rearranging his somewhat 
dîshevelled haïr. 

"Charmîng, charmîng/' saîd the Vîcar; "you are 
a poet, Mr. Manners, I see?" 

Mr. Manners, îmmensely gratîfied, wondered how 
Mr. Templar knew that. He had only spoken two or 
three words. 

" Your tîe — there îs poetîcal lîcence în îts loose^ 
ness — îs there not? — artîstry în îts bow — aban- 
don în îts colour — and your haïr? Yes, the modem 
pœt proclaîms hîs art by hîs clothes and hîs manners. 
In what way and în what manner dîd Job proclaîm 
hîs? There are few poems greater than hîs, yet I 
doubt that he wore a tîe, or îf he dîd that he tîed 
ît în any way dîfferently from the way hîs friends 
tîed theîrs. You know your Job, of course?" And 
Daddy John opened the slîm volume Joanna had 
slîpped înto hîs hand and began în hîs golden voîce 
to read from ît. 

At first Manners was înterested: the beauty of the 
readîng was not lost upon hîm, however untîmely 
the readîng mîght prove. That John would read a 
few lînes and a few lînes only, of course he knew. It 
îs a weakness common to those who can read aloud 
well to read often — aloud. The Vîcar would read 
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some passages he loved — no more. To read at ail 
at such a moment was a pose: but to Manners poses 
were natural. They were even a refuge în times of 
social difficultîes. He had read sonnets at moments 
most inopportune ; to hungry guests — to girls ex- 
pecting proposais. 

But the Vicar read on, his voice rising and f alling — 
the words roUing out in glorious cadences. Manners 
knew it to be magnificent, if tedious. His heart was 
not in Job, but in the cottage of Mrs. Don, where 
true loveliness was to be found. He looked out of the 
window, on to the lawn, marvelled at its greenness 
(it wanted mowing, of course) . There were too many 
daisies. The absurd — prettily absurd • — gait of a 
grey wagtail amused him. It was ail charmingly 
rural — outdoors. Indoors it was warm ' — a wood 
fire bumed on the hearth. Through the Windows he 
could see the pale, warm sun of spring-time — warm, 
but not too warm. He was too warm — he grew 
sleepy — farther and farther away sounded the 
voice of the Vicar — Manners slept. He awoke at 
întervals to Hope — 

**Thy hope and the uprightness of thy ways," 
were the words he heard when he awoke. Hope was 
not his — nor were his ways upright — the dear old 
man was wrong, Job was wrong — the whole bally 
lot were wrong • — and so to sleep agsdn — but to 
wake to the words : 

" My days are swifter than a weaver's shuttle 
And are spent without hope." 
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It was exactly as he wanted hîs days spent — and 
agaîn he slept, 

"And the hypocrite's hope shall perish 
Whose hope shall be eut off." 



"Thou shalt be as the morning 
And thou shalt be secure, 
Because there is no hope." 



He trîed to say there was no hope, and heard agaîn 

"For there îs hope of a tree if it be eut down 
That it will sprout agsdn." 



"And mine hope hath he removed like a tree." 

And wîth hope finally removed from him Manners 
slept happily without hope. Never was child by mo- 
ther luUed to sleep more gently than was Manners 
by Daddy John, who read on glorying in the beauty 
of Job. It was truly magnificent. His voîce neither 
faltered nor failed. To Manners he was entirely 
oblivious. It was not until Joanna laid her hand on 
his shoulder that he too ' awoke.' 

**My dear," he said, "hâve I been reading long?" 

"Quite long enough; two hours or thereabouts." 

*' Wake him up, that young man," said John. 

And Joanna, bending forward, laid her hand on 
Manners's shoulder. ** John has something he wishes 
to read to you," she said — 

How dared she? thought Manners. What had 
the old man done but read? 

''Listenl" said John. 
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"Oh, that my words were now written! 
Oh, that they were printed in a book! 
That they were graven 
With an iron pen and lead 
In the rock for ever! 
For I know that my Redeemer liveth, 
And that he shall stand at the latter day 
Upon the earth; 
And though after my skin 
Worms destroy this body, 
Yet în my flesh shall I see God, 
Whom I shall see for myself, 
And my eyes shall behold 
And not another — " 

"Forgive me, sîr," saîd Manners, "it's immense, 
but I hâve heard ît before • — I know ît — I. am 
afraid it is getting late • — it must be tea-time." 

"Supper will soon be ready," said Joanna, gently, 
"We hope you will stay." 

''But I must get back to-night." 

"You shall: there is a nine o'clock train," 

''But—" 

"The sîx-thirty has gone," saîd Joanna; "it was 
a f ew minutes early in starting ' — or our clocks may 
be wrong — they are," she said, consultîng her watch 
in John's pocket. "I thôught the station time was 
not ours." 

After supper Joanna walked to the station with 
a very unhappy and discomfited young man. He 
looked at the pîcturesque cottage as they passed it, 
but darkness fiUed the doorway. A girl was drawing 
water from the well — a plain girl — a good girl, 
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no doubt. A drawer of water and a hewer of wood, 
but no beauty. Joanna called **Good-night" to her 
as she passed, caref ul not to ask where she had got 
the blue ribbon that bound her hsiir. 

When Joanna got back to John she saîd: **You 
did well, my John. You could n't hâve done better 

— hère is a lozenge. I knew we should some day put 
your reading of Job to good use." 

**I read it with ail seriousness — you know that 

— with ail révérence." 

Of cx)urse ît was not Joanna's invention (as chîl- 
dren say), the prolonged reading aloud of Job. 
Thomas Carlyle was before her . — but his purpose 
had not been hers. While Carlyle read, a good break- 
f 2ist was lost. While John read, a good girl was saved. 
How far-reaching is the influence of the writer — 
how far away the voîce of the reader — how deep 
the sleep of the listener, who wakes but to hope 
aggdn. Joanna for ail her understanding misdoubted 
long-haired men — short-haired women ' — dishevel- 
ment in men — over-tidiness in women. It meant 
with both over-attention to détail. As a matter of 
fact, Willîng Manners would hâve removed a fly 
from a kitten's saucer of milk, otherwise leaving the 
milk untouched — and the fly unhurt. He mîght 
even help the fly to dry itself — he might. He had 
only wanted to look at Milly and to thank her for 
being what she was. Joanna's manner of thanksgiv- 
îng was a better one. Of any other Elîzabeth dis- 
approved. 



XXII 

HoPE had been to more than one play wîth Paul 
Blunt. She was happy, happîer than she had ever 
been. She said to herself, deceîvîng herself, that 
ît was Hammy who had made her life so différent 
from what ît had been. 

" Why do you call me darlîng?" he asked, "when 
you don't do the things I lîke?" 

"What things do you like?" 

** Ssiiling boats in the Round Pond — and — play- 
îng horses and pretending things." 

Hope was always pretending things, but she could 
not tell Hammy so, because his pretending was not 
hers nor hers his, so she chose to like the Round 
Pond for Hammy's sake. Why did he like it? Be- 
cause it was round? 

Hammy pondered over this, — because ît was 
round? No, that was n't ît — exactly. Because you 
did joUy things on ît — and there were ducks and 
drakes, but steamboats and sailing-boats were best. 

"Why do you like sailing-boats?" 

"We-ell," said Hammy, "because I do — and 
Cousin Paul îs there and he lîkes them and he 
says, 'By Jove — she '11 do ît!'" 

"Do what, darling?" asked Hope, warmîng to- 
wards the Round Pond and the boats that sailed 
thereon. 
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"Why, wîn, of course." _ , . 

Cousin Paul went to the Round Pond; for that 
reason ît must be delîghtful; therefore Hope said: 
'* I wîU corne, Jammy." 

''FaithfuUy promise?" 

'•FaithfuUy." 

''On your dying oath?" 

"Yes, yes." 

"NextSunday?" 

''NextSunday." 

''Good," said Hammy; "Cousin Paul won't be 
there next Sunday — he said not." 

But for what might some day be Hope was pre- 
pared^ — to put up with a Sunday and the Round 
Pond with Hammy alone. She went with him. She 
talked to him gaily ; to impress the passer-by rather 
than to please Hammy. More than one man tumed 
to look at her. A girl with a child is an appealing 
picture always to some men. " A nice natural girl — 
what a mother she would make," thought more than 
one. '*How few girls are happy amusing a small 
boy." And a little rush of appréciation of good 
women in gênerai would possess their gentle soûls. 

Hope watched the boats. She honestly tried to be 
amused. She was interested only in wondering what 
could be înteresting to a grown man in this ex- 
tremely juvénile amusement. Hammy was beside 
himself with excitement. "Cousin Paul asked why 
you did n't come," he said. 

"Whendidheask?" 
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" Always — ail the tîme, nearly." 
'* Why did n't you tell me, Hammy?" 
'*Oh, I don't know — let's run." And Hope 
ran even — thereby gainîng the right of Hammy's 
companionshîp on other Sundays. And when she 
had been runnîng a long time and was hot and di- 
shevelled — she thought she was dishevelled — she 
saw Paul coming towards her and he was laughing 
as he came. 

Hammy rushed at hîm. "You saîd you were n't 
— dîd n't you? — you dîd. You said you were n't 
coming and I told Hope you were n't." 
''And that is why she came: is that it?" 
Hope could not say she had come once so that 
she mîght come agaîn. So she said nothing, and 
put her trust in her hair that was blown about. Paul 
liked it blown about and he looked at her as he 
had never looked before. He was thînking that it 
was exercise she wanted, enthusiasm, unselfishness. 
Hope would hâve been disappointed if she had known 
he was thinking that. She took an enormous inter- 
est in the boats — wishing Paul took less — wishing 
Hammy at the ends of the earth. But Sunday mom- 
ing w£is Hammy's own while Paul was in England. 
He had promised Sunday momings to Hammy un- 
less something very important should happen. 
*' Like what? " asked Hammy, jealous of his own. 
" If my mother was ill and wanted me." 
"Mothers are n't ever ill," said Hammy compla- 
cently. ''Liko what else?" he asked. 
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' " How do you mean? " 
*' What elsemîght happen tomake younot cx>me?" 



il 






*'Oh, well, lots of thîngs." 
Nice thîngs?" 
Some mîght be nîce." 

Like " — Hammy paused to make a good choîce 
of possible dianœs — "being married?" 
"Yeg/'saidPaulBlunt. 

"Or — divorced?" said Hammy, gaîning confi- 
dence. 

That's not a good thîng to be, old man.'* 
But people can be, can't they?" 
They can, but it's not a good thing." 
*'Whyisn'tît?" 

"Well, it's very expensîve — and ît's a bother." 
"But," argued Hammy, — he loved an argu- 
ment,- — "but supposîn' after you married your 
wife was n't nîce company?" 

"That, of course, would be very unfortunate." 
"So — I suppose," said Hammy thoughtfuUy, 
"that people must be very careful what people they 
marry." 

"Very careful." 
"Oh!" Food for thought hère. 
Paul looked at Hope, possîbly wondering, she 
thought, if she would be nîce company after mar- 
rîage. She smîled at him, then looked quickly away, 
which feint he did not see nor did he retum the 
attack; but retumed instead to deep arguing wîth 
Hanuny ; and Hope, lookîng to see if he had under- 
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stood, found hîm în complète understandîng wîth 
Hammy. She was left outside. She mîght as well 
hâve been at the bottom of the Round Pond and 
the Round Pond — square, for ail they cared ; either 
of them. 

Paul came back to luncheon. There was that to 
thank Hammy for, but Miss Broser monopolised 
hîm. She also recommended a play — went so far 
as to say Hope must see it and Paul must take her 
to see ît. For whîch Hope blessed Miss Broser and 
Miss Broser, knowîng herself blessed, was glad. She 
sîghted romance, and romance was to her as the 
warmth of a bumîng fire to one perishing of cold. 
She could not live without ît ; perhaps because wîth 
her ît had nothîng to do. It had never dîrectly 
lîghtened her ways wîth the glory of îts glowîng. She 
had lîghted a lîttle lantern of her own from the 
sparks of îts fire, bumîng for others. She had fos- 
tered the pale, stolen flame tîU ît burned brîghtly 
— twîn fires în her eyes, and passers-by would say 
of her, "There goes a woman who has known ro- 
mance în her lîfe," not guessîng ît was of her own 
lîghtîng from the fires bumîng for others. Now she 
saw the flame în the eyes of Hope and wondered îf 
Paul would catch fire. If he dîd not catch fire, he 
may hâve been scorched as he sat besîde Hope at 
the play of Mîss Broser's choosîng. There was în the 
play the magîc of romance, and lîke ail just men Paul 
was at heart romantîc, and ît seemed to hîm some- 
how good that he should be sîttîng besîde a woman 
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he lîked, who laughed when he laughed, saîd, at ail 
events, that her eyes were filled with tears when his 
were ; who was f resh and clean and wholesome and 
easily amused and fond of Hammy ; who saîd charm- 
ing thîngs about Joanna and omitted to say any- 
thîng that was not charmîng about her new peirents. 
Thîs was to her crédit, and Paul lîked her. He had 
not told her so; but women jump readîly to cxjnclu- 
sions. There are no gaps so wîde that they cannot 
jump them when they are in love, no fence they 
cannot negotîate îf they want to. And over the fence 
of FauFs cautîous reserve she clîmbed, and landed 
in the deep dîtch of hîs doubts on the other sîde. 
Almost had she persuaded hîm to pull her out of the 
dîtch, on to the dry, hard, safe ground — almost — 
As they went out of the théâtre theîr hearts were 
softened- — as hearts are softened after a play — 
towards a world în which there îs after ail nothîng 
lîke love. It lîes wîth the playwrîght, the power to 
make the world în whîch we lîve a good world or a 
bad one. Through the swîng-door of the playhouse 
we go out înto a world whîch, for that nîght at ail 
events, îs of hîs makîng. For the feelîngs of the next 
mornîng he îs not responsîble. It was a wonder- 
f ul world înto whîch Hope and Faul were goîng that 
nîght, wonderful for Hope. He went a few steps în 
front of her, she foUowîng closely so as not to lose 
sîght of hîm for a moment. She would lîke ail the 
world to see that she and he were together. There 
was no other man in the théâtre with whom she 
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would hâve wîshed to be ; no other man wîth whom 
she would hâve wîshed people to see her. She was 
glad he was so good to look at. It was her hour. She 
triumphed. Then Paul stopped and looked at some 
one. Hope's eyes followed hîs. She saw, as he dîd, 
a girl whose beauty was like that of a wild-flower 
în spring-time, exquisite in its delîcacy. And Hope 
f elt like a candie blown out by a gust of wind — a 
wind, soft and delicîous, a wind that blows across 
fields of fragrant flowers, a happy, frolicking wind. 
It blew away, like a cloud, the world of a play- 
wright's making and extinguished Hope. To a can- 
die it must be an ill wind that blows it out. There 
can be nothing of so little importance in the world as 
an extinguished candie ; be it 

Whitehall sperm, 

V^etable Wax, 

Spermaceti, 

Paraffin (self-fitting), 

Composite (plain ends), 

or 

Snuffless Dip. 



XXIII 

After that nîght at the play an overwhelmîng 
désire possessed Hope to see Joanna — just as strong 
an impulse was it as Milly's had been to see Mrs. 
Don. Hope wanted comforting badly. And Jo- 
anna's silent sympathy was what she needed. When 
she told Mrs. Blent she must go and see Joanna, 
Mrs. Blent said she had been expecting her to say 
so: had wondered she had not wished to do so be- 
fore — **Because, after ail, dear, she was very kind 
to you — according to her lights." 

Hope did not wish to be told this by any one: 
least of ail by her mother. It is quite impossible, 
she argued to herself , that one mother can under- 
stand another; especially if one is real and never 
feels what a mother should feel, and the other not 
real, but feeling ail that a mother can feel. Hope 
was annoyed with her real, unreal mother for being 
fat and cx)mplacent and dressy. She longed for the 
breezes of Up and Down. "I shall go," she said; 
and M^rs. Blent retumed, ''I shall go with you. It 
is my duty, as your mother, to thank Mrs. Tem- 
plar for what she did for you — as your adopted 
mother." 

Hope had not the slightest wish to go to Up and 
Down escorted by a grateful mother, nor did she 
want Jom2mimy hurt by being thanked. But what 
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Mrs. Blent saîd she would do she învariably dîd, 
and on a summer's day there went out from London 
two women, bound for the village of Up and Down. 

The joumey was uneventful, except that Mrs. 
Blent was silent most of the way. She was rehears- 
îng in her mind what she should say to Joanna? To 
John? Should she kiss Joanna, and take John by 
both hands (he was n't quite like an ordinary clergy- 
man, he had private means), or should she take 
Joanna by both hands — and John by one? With 
a gentle pressure rather than a squeeze? 

As the train was going through a tunnel she 
asked Hope if she thought Joanna would expect to 
be kissed. Hope said she had no idea: but that 
John would kiss Mrs. Blent was a foregone œnclu- 
sion. 

''My dear child," said Mrs. Blent. Then after a 
pause, she added: "I may be stout and ail that — 
but I still remember what is due to your father. 
Even as an old woman I shall not allow it — 
never." 

"There will be no question of allowing it. If it is 
Daddy John's custom to kiss at a certain hour, and 
you, at that hour, are at hand, you will be kissed." 

** My dear child, I must say once more that they 
are most extraordinary people." 

'* Impossible, of course," said Hope, "but they are 
the kind of people — " 

"What, dear? I wish you were less reserved. 
Your right sleeve pulls a little — I know they are 
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not quîte the kînd of people one would choose to 
know." 

" But they are — everybody wants to know them 

— and everybody loves them." 
*'VJe\l then, what is it?'' 

Hope relapsed înto a gloomy silence. Mrs. Blent 
sîghed. "The œuntry is pretty," she thought, as 
she looked out of the window. " It îs nîce that poor 
people should hâve ît for bank holidays and ail 
that." She wished Father lîked ît. If he had lîked 
it, they mîght hâve had a œuntry house near town 

— quite near, so that they could go up every day, 
if they wanted to, so as not to lose touch. The 
parks in London were wonderfuUy nice — quite like 
the country — the trees were. To look at — not to 
touch — quite like enough. Then there was Ranelagh 

— and cro — quet — for those who cro — quetted. 
She was asleep and Hope looked at her. At her 
golden hair — too golden — too curled. At her face 

— too pink — too round. At her nose, in particular, 
too insignificant. At her hat, too hatty. At her 
dress, too dressy. At her hands, too tightly gloved. 
At her boots, too pointed. But the Railway Com- 
pany is not so particular as Hope. So long as the 
passenger pays it will carry any one anywhere 
and in spite of her physical and mental deficiencies 
ît conveyed Mrs. Blent, without accident, to the 
station at which one must alight if one would reach 
Up and Down.^ If not there are other stations to 
choose from. 
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Mrs. Blent had got înto the house and out agaîn 
unkissed by John. He was considération itself, she 
thought. He expressed the greatest pleasure at 
seeing her. Hope and Joanna disappeared. To see 
the goats, Mrs. Blent supposed. She was left with 
John. She was a little nervous of being kissed, 
and when he tried to take a Caterpillar from her 
shoulder she begged him to remember his position. 
He had only thought of the Caterpillar* s. He showed 
her the garden, the village, and the church. She 
said the church was sweetly pretty and so old. 

Yes, he agreed, it was old. The înterior was par- 
ticularly beautiful. She must see ît. In the stee- 
ple, she leamed, was aspiration — ever aspiring up- 
wards — heavenwards! Did she like the îdea? She 
said she did, but was glad to pass from the sîght of 
perpétuai aspiration into the coolness of the church. 
There were two old women at prayer, and one little 
girl, with her hair in a number of tight, straw- 
coloured plaits, which sprang, like the spokes of a 
wheel, from her bended head. "Dear Phœbe," said 
John, laying his hand on the funny little hub of a 
head. 

"Is ît a service?" asked Mrs. Blent, hopîng the 
offices of John mîght be requîred — and that quickly. 

"No," whispered John, '*ît's a mother's day. 
Nearly every day îs mother's day to some one. It 
îs Joanna* s idea — people come on theîr mother's 
birthdays — and just thank God for theîr mothers. 
It's an idea of Joanna's. The people come." 
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Every one has a mother or has had one/* saîd 
Mrs. Blent, greatly venturing. Then, havîng noth- 
îng more to say, she was grateful for the enforced 
silence until, the force of a coïncidence striking her, 
she whispered: " It's my mother's bîrthday to-day ; 
I had foi^otten it." 

'*Ah, then stay hère. I will leave you. Joanna 
wîU be so pleased." And John went out — foUowed 
în a few minutes by the little girl, and then by the 
two old women. 

*' How long ago must it be since they had mothers 
alîve?" wondered Mrs. Blent. 

Then she found herself alone. 

It was the first time in her lif e she had been alone 
— with God. She felt Him everywhere — to her 
great discomfort and embarrassment. She did not 
know what to do, or what ]to say. Of course she had 
prayed in church over and over again : but she had 
been surrounded by f riends — and people she knew 
by sîght; and whose hats and coats were familiar, 
She had said her prayers in her bedroom, but she 
had prayed to a God in Heaven, not to a God at her 
elbow. 

Could it be that in stillness was God? — în quiet- 
ness was God? Had her life been too noisy — toc 
crowded? — Her mother? Ppor dear soûl! Mrs. 
Blent had no wish to think about her. She had not 
been in that station of life in which she would hâve 
expected to be thought of. Shê had said: "Don't 
bother about me, Hatty child, you're a swell now." 
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Then în the stîUness of the diurch lîttle thîngs 
about her mother crept back înto the mind and 
heart of Harriet Blent. She remembered — a eut 
finger, bound up by her mother and kissed to make 
ît well. She remembered — the tender supplément 
of wînkles for tea. She remembered — being ill 
and her mother, in the night, lifting her in bed 
and arranging the pillow. She remembered — her 
mother telling her she must never, never say things 
against Dad-^he was worried, not cross, mind! 
worn out, not in a temper; tired — not drunk. 

Mrs. Blent in the stillness of the church could n't 
shut her ears to the remembered sound of that 
Word as her mother had used it. She had never told 
any one. It was a comfort to admît it now to One 
who knew. God must know ail about it . She re- 
membered, at the time of her marriage to Mr. Blent, 
her mother's delîght. She remembered the clothes 
she had made her — out of nothing. She remem- 
bered the little money her mother had saved and 
given her so that she should n't be entirely beholden 
to young Blent. 

Then she remembered — that as she had got 
better off she had seen less of her mother — as she 
had grown rich— nothing. She had sent her money, 
of course — and later on an enormous wreath — 
and had paid for a cross în marble — eight feet 
hîgh. Her mother had been five feet one. The cross 
would be two feet eleven inches hîgher than her 
mother herself , and no doubt her mother had grown 
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smaller wîth âge — so she mîght say three feet 
higher. **Oh" — and Mrs. Blent, alone in the little 
church of Up and Down, called upon God, and, 
findîng Him there, w£is no longer afraîd — but 
ashamed • — ashamed, more than anything of crying. 
What would people thînk? 

Joanna thought nothing of ît. She had seen many 
women crying on their mothers* days, 2ind tears were 
not always for unhappiness — she knew. 

** I thought you might not know the way back, so 
I came/' 

Mrs. Blent saîd she had n't been sure of the way. 
"It's my poor mother's birthday," she added. 

''How curious!" said Joanna. *'It's Mrs. Hazers 
birthday too, Phœbe's mother." 

" Is she dead? " asked Mrs. Blent, feelîng softened 
towards a motherless child — wondering who had 
plaited her hair so tightly if it was not a mother. 

"Oh, no,'* said Joanna, **but Phœbe adores her 
mother: another baby is expected and she leaves 
nothing to chance, poor mite!" 

"She was a very good woman, my mother," said 
Mrs. Blent, wondering if she could powder her nose 
without Joanna seeing her do it. 

Joanna nodded. 

Mrs. Blent was not sure she was havîng what 
could be called a happy day in the country. As she 
walked back to the viceu^age with Joanna, she felt 
softened but aggrieved : aggrieved that she was soft- 
ened. It mecuit that she might hâve uncomfortable 
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moments when she got home agaîn. There she 
would not find the peace there had been in Up 
and Down. On the other hand, there would be no 
uncomfortable quîetness. God must be back in 
heaven. It was Hammy's birthday soon and he 
would be asking for things. And it was the only 
address he knew. 

"I feel," saidMrs. Blent to Joanna, "that I can- 
not thank you enough for ail you did for my Hatty 
— my Hope, I mean." 
[ "Please, please/' said Joanna. 
' "But I must." She paused. She must, but she 
could n't. Mrs. Templar might hâve helped her — 
mîght at least hâve said it had been no trouble — or 
that the trouble was a pleasure. Mrs. Blent liked 
the obvions thing said. She was at home with those 
who said it. But Joanna said nothing: only quick- 
ened her pace, to the great discomfort of Mrs. Blent, 
whose pace was not her strength. Up the village 
sprinted Joanna, foUowed by Mrs. Blent. 

*' There go the two mothers," said Widow Way- 
sey, looking out of her window. '* Mrs. Templar wins 
by a long way — that she do." 

"And she did ought," said Widow Waysey's 
frîend. 

"She 's thîn she is — and the other, she 's fattish, 
aîn'tshe?" 

"I was speakin' in parables," said Widow Way- 
sey's friend. 

"Oh, were you?" said Widow Waysey; "then 
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speak sensé and say what you mean — a parable's 
jam to the truth powder." 

' * I meant no harm — I meant that Mrs. Tem- 
plar's the best mother of them two." 

''No parable needed to tell the simple truth," 
saîd Widow Waysey. 

" Seen old Job Salting of late years?" asked the 
friend, with malice interit. 

"Yes — saw him go into the 'Dog and Duck* 
last night with your old man." 

'*That you did n't — my old man was in bed and 
snorin' by eight." 

''I was speakin' in probables," said Widow Way- 
sey, chuckling. She had known a worse joke than 
that. 

At luncheon Mrs. Blent noticed how happy Hope 
looked. It could not be the food she was enjoying. 
Of course Mrs. Blent was hungry or she could not 
hâve eaten so much. If you are hungry you must 
eat^ She was hungry and happy, considering the 
rather serions time she had spent in church on a 
week-day. It had been a streiin on her émotions 
to-day. 

"This îs your grandmother's birthday, Hope," 
she said; "Grannie's birthday." 

It sounded so well. She wondered she had not 
mentioned Hope's grannîe before. 

Hope, bewildered, looked from her real mother to 
Joanna, from Joanna to John. Whose mother was 
her grandmother? 
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'*! hâve never heard of her, never realised I had 
one," she said. 

" Yes, dear, my mother — ît îs her birthday, and, 
finding a charmîng custom hère — mothers' day — 
I was very glad to be allowed — " 
Who was she?" asked Hope. 
My mother, dear. Shall we talk of somethii^ 
else? It has upset me a lîttle." 

They talked of something else — of everythîng 
else — and Hope's grannie sank into the oblivîon 
from which she had emerged, just for a few minutes 
on a beautîful summer's day in Up and Down. The 
best of everything and every one came out in Up 
and Down. 

Mrs. Blent must see the goats. She saw them and 
f ound them — like the diurch — sweetly pretty — 
but — 

" Oh, no, not of ten,** said Joanna absent-mîndedly ; 
"and then they butt in fun!" 

"Oh," said Mrs. Blent, "I see; but I want to see 
everything." 

Everything must include Martha. Martha did n't 
hold with being seen and she was n't in the least 
pleased when Mrs. Blent thanked her for being good 
to Miss Hatty. 

"And who 's that?" asked Martha. She hadn't 
been kind, never was. 

Mrs. Blent admired her coppers. Took one from 
the dresser and found it dented; — but so well 
kept. 
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"Nothîn* dented, nothîn' hâve, in this house," 
said Martha. 

A look from Joanna, and Martha softened. " It 's 
my duty I did, ma'am, if I did anything." 

"England expects — no man to do more than 
that/' said Mrs. Blent, not sure that she had said 
what she had meant to say. 

John f ound the day long. It was long, the longest 
of the whole year, Joanna reminded him when it 
was over. But during the day he had not thought 
to account for it so naturally. At three o'clock it 
was suggested by Hope that her mother might like 
to see Up and Down Park . 

It proved the one thing she wished to see. '*As 
I know Lady Agnes, it seems unnatural not to know 
her beautif ul home. It 's awkward to talk about it 
without knowîng it.*' 

John suggested walking there. Joanna's eyes 
strayed to the pointed toes of Mrs. Blent's boots. 

Hope, catching her look, nodded. 

'*She does n't walk much," she setid. 

"No occasion to, dear," said her mother. 

Joanna had an idea. There was the sound of wheels 
on the gravel — a cart at the back door. She was 
off to see, and came back to say Solomon Slow was 
there and would drive Mrs. Blent to the Park. He 
was going there. Mrs. Blent brightened. Mischief 
danced in the eyes of Hope. She was on the side 
of the angels to-day, with a vengeance. Never had 
she imagined she would live to glory in the impos- 
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sîbîlity of John and Joanna. Even theîr impossibîl- 
îty was refreshing after the months she had spent 
with the Blents; but sobering, she reminded herself 
that it was June in Up and Down, and anywhere 
in June is better than any other place in the world 
— so long as it is country. To be perfectly happy 
one must be in the country in June. But in the win- 
ter when the wind howls up and down the valley 
and moans round the house — raîsing the devil — 
London ! 

Mrs. Blent was delîghted at the prospect of 
driving. She loved it. She had several pretty things 
to say about driving through leafy lanes and country 
roads. If asked she would hâve confessed she had 
got them out of a birthday book. While she was say- 
ing them she was following Joanna, and, having fol- 
lowed her round the house, she came upon Solomon 
in ail his glory, and his glory consisted of his cart 
and his treasure, the loaves within it. For Solomon 
with ail his slowness was before ail things a baker, 
and as a baker, and nothing else, was he going to the 
Park. But he had room for a lady, if the lady did n't 
mind. Bread came first with him, a long way before 
women. It was the staff of life — women were the 
cross. 

The lady did mind, but she could n't say so. It 
was ail too extraordinary, this day of ail days — her 
mother's birthday — that she should be driving in 
a baker's cart. No one knew what an extraordinary 
thing it was. If she had not felt so deeply religious 
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a few hours before, she mîght havfe taken some stiong 
steps to avert thîs îndîgnîty that had been thrust 
before her, but af ter what had happened — the re- 
union as it were with her mother — how œuld she 
deny the baker part of the business? It was her se- 
cret. No one knew ît, exœpt Father, and he would 
never tell. 

Into the cart she climbed and sat beside Slow. 
The smell of the new bread brought back to her mind 
a thousand memories. She held on tightly to the 
rail under her lef t hand — and yeamed for a bit of 
new crust — she could take it f rom where it least 
showed. It was years since she had been bumped as 
she was bumped now. 

** It is a rough road," she said to Slow — but Slow 
made no sign of hearing. He seemed to choose a 
deeper rut to drive in. Mrs. Blent repeated that it 
was a rough road, and again he made no reply. He 
stopped at a cottage door and pointed to a basket 
in the back of the cart and held up his first fînger and 
jerked his thumb over his shoulder. 

**I can't get down," said Mrs. Blent. 

**Then oi mus get over ee/' said Slow. And he 
proceeded to get over Mrs. Blent; and she, choosing 
the lesser evil of two, got down and went up the 
path to the cottage door, hugging the loaf . She 
knocked at the door. It was opened by Mrs. Don. 

" Your bread, I believe," said Mrs. Blent, holding 
out the loaf. 

"My Word!" said Mrs. Don, taking it. 
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And down 'the path nistled Mrs. Blent, and up 
înto the cart again she climbed, Mrs. Don watchîng 
f rom the cottage doon 

Between the Dons* cottage and the Park there 
were no more stopping-places, and, arrived at the 
Park gâtes, Mrs. Blent would hâve got down and 
walked, but Slow had been told to take her to the 
Park, and the Park meant to hîm the house. He 
did n't delîver bread in the Park, but at the house, 
and as he treated bread so should he treat woman. 
So Mrs. Blent was taken to the very door of Up and 
Down Park — the back door. 

"She 's for the front," saîd Slow. 

"They would hâve known that wîthout beîng 
told," she saîd to herself, furious wîth Slow, furious 
with John and Joanna, furious with Hope. But they 
should never, never know how she had enjoyed that 
drive — the smell of the new bread — and on her 
mother's birthday of ail days! John, Joanna, and 
Hope, having walked the short way, arrived at the 
house a few minutes before she did. She was dis- 
tressed to find it was the house she was to see and 
not Lady Agnes. 

"Her ladyship is in London," said the butler. 

"And Mr. Norman?" asked Joanna. 

Mr. Norman had left that moming for Norway. 
Miss Diana was at home. So Mrs. Blent saw Diana 
— thought her tall for her âge — and strangely 
dressed — like a boy. She thought she ought to hâve 
womahat. It would hâve looked betten Diana did 
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hostess charmingly, adoring Joanna ail the time. 
Mrs. Blent wondered why. There were too many 
animais to see, she decided. She thought pîgs 
coarse. They should be left to farmers to deal with 
according to their condition. Chickens she thought 
vulgar, but neœssary. Cows she liked in their proper 
places, and buUs she believed in but had no wish 
to see with her own eyes. She accepted them on 
faith. They were mixed up in her mind with faith. 
She knew they were held sacred in some countries 
— papal buUs — and ail that. 

Diana looked at Mrs. Blent with ail the scom 
a country child feels for a real Londoner, pityîng 
her ignorance. When she saw Joanna was amused, 
she was amused too. Emboldened by the twinkle 
in Joanna's eyes, she would hâve taken Mrs. Blent 
across country, over stiles, under wire fences, but 
Joanna shook her head. Mrs. Blent must be tired. 
Mrs. Blent felt she had done enough: but she knew 
not her Googlie. She had seen, of course, a small 
boy, but she did not care much for small boys. Cer- 
tainly not when she was dressed in her best clothes. 
Dangerous their ways. Muddy their boots. Sticky 
their hands. Oppressive their attentions. So she took 
no notice of Googlie ; which was the way of ail others 
bound to attract him. Advance towards him and he 
w^ould retreat. Avoid him — flee f rom him, he would 
seek you out and foUow you anywhere — even 
through a gorse patch or a bed of nettles. Mrs. Blent 
walked away from Googlie, humming as she went. 
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** Why d* you sîng? " he asked. Mrs. Blent, havîng 
no good reason to gîve, walked on — in silence. 
Googlîe had n't to go through a gorse patch or a bed 
of nettles, but just down a perfectly easy and nar- 
row path. There were no difficulties in the way, He 
would hâve liked it harder. He was primordial in 
his désire to hunt his quarry. 

'*Well?" he said, walking beside Mrs. Blent, 
lookîng up at her in his most friendly manner; **can 
you milk cows?" 

This was altogether too leading a question. Was 
this child probing her rural past? Did she look as 
though she could milk a cow? 

"My dear little boy," she said, "I hâte cows." 

''You hâte cows?" said Googlie, amazed, "What 
about milk, then?" 

'* Milk is quite a différent thing,*' said Mrs. Blent. 

"Not so very," said Googlie, anxious to impart 
at least some of the knowledge that was his. " D' you 
know about b-umble-bees?" 

She knew nothing about bumble-bees. 

'*Well," said Googlie, **you don't know much, 
do you?" 

" I know when little boys are polite." 

''When are they?" He was înterested. 

Hère Mrs. Blent came out from the Park to find 
herself looking over the fence at a cow in a field. 
The cow in the field, lookîng over the fence, saw 
Mrs. Blent. That is how history is written. The 
same sununer day to both — the same grass — 
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the same buttercups — and yet the point of vîew, 
how différent ! 

"Don't go in/* she said to Googlie, "don*t go in. 
You will be tossed." 

Googlie smiled. 

"People are tossed,** she said. 

"That's as God wills," said Googlie firmly and 
piously, 

"Oh," said Mrs. Blent, ''thafs it, îs it?'' 

*'Whatis — iï?'* 

"Oh, Idon'tknow." 

"Don't you believe in God?** asked Googlie, 
shocked yet immensely interested. Then the current 
of his thoughts was changed. Perhaps something he 
saw changed it — " Which would you rather be — " 

"Ratherbewhat?" 

"You must n't say that. You must wait till I say 
— wh-ich would you rather be — a rhionoceros or 
a nelephant?" 

"Little boys should be seen and not heard," said 
Mrs. Blent. It seemed the only answer to the ques- 
tion — was the only answer for one of her build. 

"Why?" said Googlie. "D' you like guinea- 
pîgs, then? They are very quiet lîttle things — 
would you like to be them?'* 

She said she would n't. 

"Not any animais, would n't you?" asked Goo- 
glie ingratiatingly. "Not a darlin' little soft — " 

"No, nothing," said Mrs. Blent; "Td rather be 
myself." 
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*' Wo-ould you? '* asked Googlîe ; there were lîmîts 
to hîs powers of credulity, ** Well, I should like to 
be some animais.'* 

'* l've got a little boy at home," said Mrs. Blent. 
Happy thought! 

"Hâve you — hâve you three little boys?" 

"No — I had three little boys once; but — first 
one died." 

"Then there were two," said Googlie softly, rec- 
Qgnising a well-known historical legend. "Two little 
— well, not nîgger boys — you know what comes 
n:ext." Googlie spoke very softly. 

"Then the other one died — yes, dear, he died 
too." 

"Then there was one," said Googlie, with im- 
mense satisfaction. A story, not known to be 
strictly true, was true- — triumphantly true. He 
had known it to be true, but there were doubters 
of a certain age^ — "One little" — hère Googlie 

whîspered " then there was none — but 

there won't not be none," he said cheerfuUy, "will 
there?" 

"That's as God wills, dear," said Mrs. Blent 
tearfuUy. 

"The same as I said," said Googlie. "Do you 
know what Diana asked Daddy?" 

Mrs. Blent shook her head. 

"She asked Daddy — if God was very busy mak- 
ing the babies she is going to hâve some day — and 
Daddy just hugged her — what d' you say?" 
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Googlîe, knee-deep în buttercups and grasses, 
was a sîght that stîrred even Mrs. Blent's heart to 
admiration. Googlie's heart was stîU with the cow 
— unwavering în îts allegiance — he loved cows. 

*' Supposin'/' he saîd, — ** supposin* to-day was the 
cow's bîrthday, and God saîd — for a very, very 
great treat she mîght — " Googlîe looked, wîth an 
îUumînatîng smîle towards Mrs. Blent, then to the 
cow, then skywards — rîght up înto the blue — 
blînkîng at the sun — 

"Absurd lîttle boy," saîd Mrs. Blent, smîlîng. A 
taut wîre fence separated her f rom the cow — God 
was în heaven. She could afford to be amused. But 
she was not sure she was enjoyîng her day în the 
countfy. 

She and Joanna walked back to Up and Down 
through the woods slowly ; and as they walked they 
talked of thîngs near to the heart of Joanna and far 
from the understandîng of Mrs. Blent, 

Mrs. Blent wondered — at the end of the walk — 
if the Templars meant to make provision for Hope, 
iri the future. They had adopted her. She had been 
told by Mr. Blent to find out. She had not found 
out. On the contrary, she had found Mrs. Templar 
curîously detached where money was concemed. To 
Mrs. Blent ît seemed she was entîrely oblîvious to 
everythîng practîcal, and saw only that whîch was 
beautîful and good — prîncîpally where ît dîd not 
exîst. 

As Mrs. Blent and Hope joumeyed home, Mrs. 
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Blent wondered if shé had enjoyed herself. Hope 
had. The gîrl was silent; every now and then she 
smîled as at some tender memory. ** Amused, dear? " 
asked her mother. 

** WîUîng Manners went down the other day and 
Daddy John read the Book of Job to him for two 
hours." 

" He dîd n't kiss me," said Mrs. Blent îrrelevantly. 

''No?" 

*'Hope — a cottage we stopped at on the way to 
the Park — whose would ît be? " 

" Where the road divîdes and dîps down to Stream 
Cottage?" 

"I should say so.'* 

''Mrs. Don's. Why?" 

"I only wondered, dear. Do you admire Diana 
Norman?" 

Hope said she admired her very much. 

" Yes, I thought she was very pretty — too thin, 
rather — Mr. Templar is very thin." 

"He al way s was," said Hope, not seeing the con- 
nection. 

" Did you think my diamond ear-rings looked too 
much in the country?" 

"I did n't notice them." 

"But people would who were n't accustomed to 
them — would n't they?" 

"Oh, yes, of course." 

"Does Lady Agnes wear them in the country?" 

" I think so — I don't know." 
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Smaller ones, perhaps, I thînk if you wear them 
at ail they ought to be noticeable. I went to church, 
so that was ail right — but that was luck. I dîd n't 
know I was going when I put them on,'* 

'*You couldn't hâve gone to church wîthout 
them," saîd Hope. 

'*That's what I meant by luck. I feel as if I had 
had such a fumiy day in the country — going to 
church — and coming back with branches and no 
flowers/* 

Hope slept, or pretended to sleep — at ail events, 
she was alone with her thoughts, which were of a 
long summer's day spent in Up and Down alone — 
with Paul. What a différence there is between the 
day spent in the country with the one person in the 
world, and the day in the country — the same coun- 
try — spent with every one in the world, or any one ! 

The train crept slowly into the big stone prison of 
a London terminus, and Mrs. Blent was glad to be in 
dear London again — where the parks were quite like 
the country and the trees like trees — or like men 
walking to those who saw as little as Mrs. Blent saw. 

Before Mrs. Blent went to sleep that night she 
said to Mr. Blent — 

*' Who did Jenny Wattle marry? — you remember 
Jenny?" 

" One — Don," said Mr. Blent sententiously, and 
he slept. But Mrs. Blent slept not. Years ago she 
had cast her bread upon the waters — it had re- 
turned to her and she had handed it to Mrs. Don. 



XXIV 

Elizabeth Column gave a party and asked to 
ît every one she knew — lovers of bîrds, bîrd-nesters 
— and just people. And many of them came because 
they liked Elizabeth, some because they liked birds 
and bîrd-nesting, and the rest because they liked 
to do what they were asked. Paul came because 
old Proser had advised him to, and in ail her life 
she had never played him false. He depended upon 
her as some people dépend on their butler or their 
Bradshaw. 

Elizabeth's party was an evening party. The 
baby next door, seeing the awning go up, said, "No 
sleep for Baby to-night," but Baby was wrong. A 
baby is no more a prophetess in her own perambu- 
lator than is a man in his own country. Miss Colunm 
did not dance, nor did she choose to interrupt good 
conversation with bad music. (Her words.) 

Up the front doorsteps ran a red carpet. Eliza- 
beth had paid for îts running or was going to. That 
and the awning constituted it a party. Paul passed 
into the narrow hall, handed his hat to some one 
who existed but to take it and others, and ran up 
the stairs, two steps at a time, which old Proser 
would not hâve allowed. At the top of the stairs 
stood Elizabeth, in dove-coloured satin, gently 
swearing under her breath to her pleasure at seeing 
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every one; whîch Paul knew could not be true, It 
was truer with her than it would hâve been with most 
people. Beyond Elizabeth he could see into a rcx>m 
that was still empty enough to be comfortable. At 
the end o£ the room against a dark curtaîn stood a 
girl. She looked like the spirit of a beech wood. She 
was dressed in green — soft and diaphanous green. 
Round her head she wore a wreath of green leaves — 
close-fitting, small leaves. She was so slight that a 
wind must hâve blown her where it listed. She was 
like a soft west wind herself and she blew straight 
through Paul's heart. She was talking to one or two 
people. Paul drew near wondering what she was 
talking about. He heard. It was of birds. Two or 
three men listened, but as they listened they looked. 
It was of the girl they were thinking and of nothing 
else. And when she had finished describing some 
bîrd, they asked her to say it ail over again. And 
Paul was furious. He loved birds. But there was no 
bird in the world he cared to hear about now. He 
wanted to know the girl's name, and if prayer îs an 
unuttered thought hère was its answer, for it was of 
thîs girl he had thought day and night since that 
night at the play. He went back to Elizabeth stand- 
ing at the top of the stairs, — 'Mooking," he thought, 
**such a dear idiot, sayîng how d' you do to impos- 
sible people," — and asked to be introduced to the 
spirit of spring. 

" Yes, is n't she just that? Say I sent you and ask 
her about her bird." 
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*'What bîrd?" 

**Ah, that's just it — ask her. She dîscovered 
ît." 

"Of her very own self, as Hammy says?" 

''Who'sHammy?" 

"My cousin." 

"Oh, of course. Yes, of her very own self." 
Is that introduction enough?" 
You, an explorer, ask that?" 

"As an explorer I should ask none; as dear old 
Proser's pupil I am intensely conscient ious." 

"Go and tell her I sent you." 

Paul went and, standing near Milly, waited an 
opportunity to speak to her. When she tumed to 
him, he said: "Miss Colunm says you hâve a pîc- 
ture to show me." 

"A picture? Are you sure she said a pîcture?" 

"No, I am not sure, not quite sure." 

"There are photographs — upstairs." 

Paul hesîtated. "No, it wasn't upstairs, it was 

• 

hère — at least I think it was. Come and sit in the 

window. Perhaps I was mistaken," and he went 

to the window. She foUowed. "Now, tell me," he 

said. 

"Tell you what?" asked Milly, "about my bird? " 
"Yes, about your bird — very slowly, please. I 

want it to last a long time. I am longing to hear 

about it." 
And she told him ail about her bird, and when 

she got to the halo which had seemed to surround 
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her bîrd — the bîrd of her great dîscovery — Paul's 
eyes were dancing, and — as every other man in the 
world would hâve done, încluding Hammy — he 
asked her to tell it ail over again. 

''But are you interested in birds?" 

"Enormously interested — in birds." 

''Seriously?" asked Milly. ''Well, don't look at 
me like that — or I can't tell you." 

This sobered Paul. He was quite certain the dear 
old Proser would not hâve approved of that. " Now, 
seriously," he said. 

But Milly had already grown very serîous. Seri- 
ous, she was even more delicious than she had been 
before. He seemed to hear the sighing of the wind 
in the trees: that strange rustling of leaves that 
comes before a storm. Not that Milly was going to 
storm, but she was unhappy. People — especially 
men — laughed at her bîrd. Paul asked her what 
was the matter? Had he hurt her? And the tender- 
ness of hîs voîce must hâve told her how unwillingly 
he would do that. It did. She knew at once. 

"No, not hurt, but you mustn't laugh at my 
bîrd, because I saw it and it has made Miss Colunm 
so happy." 

"Tell me again and I promise I won't smile — ît's 
only because I like your bîrd so much that I smiled. 
It seems such a jolly little bîrd — " 

"Rather biggish!" said Milly. 

"Yes, that 's it — rather biggish — hopping 
about." 
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"It ran more than hopped," saîd MîUy. 

** Yes, that's what I meant — a hop — and then 
a run." 

**Andaskip?'' 

**And a jump?" And they both laughed. 

**Now, tell me your name — you must hâve a 
name if your bird has n't? " *- -' /.< \->.w 

MUly looked at hîm. Dîd he know — could he 
know — her name was as lîttle known as that of 
the bîrd? She met the kînd eyes of Paul Blunt; 
he had asked because he wanted to know. For no 
other reason in the world. She told him her name 
was Don — Milly Don. : 

And where did she corne f rom — în what wood 
had she lîved? 

Wood? There were woods ail round Up and Down. 
She came from there. 

** Where Mrs. Templar lîves?*' 

"D' you know her?" asked MîUy, and Paul saîd 
he had met her. 

*'There?" asked MîUy. 

•'Yes, there." 

**I never saw you." 

Paul let that pass. It was too satîsfyîng a state- 
ment to question. "Is she a friend of yours?" he 
asked. '*0f course she îs." 

MîUy saîd she was her best friend. Paul saîd he 
could well belîeve that. And Milly saîd there was 
far more than he could ever imagine in Mrs. 
Templar's friendship. It was n't an ordinary friend- 
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shîp. "Do y ou thînk l'm an ordînary gîrl?" She 
asked the question perfectly sîmply, and Paul an- 
swered just as simply that she was certaînly no or- 
din2iry gîrl. And Milly was n't satîsfied : he had n't 
understood what she meant. She was so desperately 
anxious he should understand. **My voîce?" she 
asked. " Is it quite the sort of voice you like?" 

He said, "Quite/* 

" But it can't be — not now. When I was telling 
you about my bird ît was — was n't it?" 

" It was, of course, and so it is now." 

" Is it — not in the least différent? " 

Paul had to admit the slightest différence — in 
the pronunciation of words, perhaps, — just a little 
— but the voice — he was distressed. Milly was 
distressed too. 

"You see," she said, "a lady cornes to teach me to 
speak and she has taught me to describe my bird. 
Did n't you notice the way I said 'feather'?" 

"How did you say it before?" asked Paul, and 
Milly said it. A delicious sound he found it, and he 
laughed. 

Milly said he must n't, because Miss Broser — 

Ah, that was it. Hère was the dear old Proser at 
work again. 

"Miss Broser teaches you, does she?" 

" Yes, do you know her?" 
' "Yes, I know her." 

"Did she teach you to speak?" 

"She h5is taught me a great many things." 
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"Of course — you knew how to speak, but she 
makes me say , * How about the brown cow's mouth 
now/ How do I say ît?" 

"Perfectly." 

" Really and truly? She says she 's had many dîs- 
appoîntments over that — in quite nîce familles — " 

''DearoldProser!" 

"She has told me a lot about a lîttle boy she used 
to teach. He's a celebrated explorer now and she 
says he's more than that." 

" He mîght well be — somethîng more than that," 
saîd Paul hurrîedly. *' He *s not much of an explorer." 

"Why d' you say that; don't you like hîm?" 

Paul said he had a very great regard for hîm, at 
whîch Milly made a face. **He used to be a dear 
little boy — he used to say hîs prayers," she saîd. 

" I assure you he never dîd — please — if he did, 
Miss Broser has no business to tell a secret of that 
kind. She might.tell you what he prays for now." 

"She does." 

"She does? What does she say he prays for 
now?" 

"He prays = — that — he may shoot the biggest 
lion in the world — fifty feet long by — " 

" No, seriously — he does pray now, you know." 

"Doeshe?" 

" So often that he dœs n't know when he does 
ît," said Paul. ^ And Milly laughed. 

" I ought n't to hâve done that," she said. " Miss 
Broser says no lady laughs as if she meant it — just 
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a lîttle ripple — so" — and MîUy rippled as sanc- 
tioned by Miss Broser. **Shall I tell you about my 
bird — just for practiœ?'* 

"Do!" 

And MîUy, a démon of mîschîef dancing in her 
eyes which set FauFs heart dancing to the same 
music, began in a low voice — exquisitely modu- 
lated — accordîng to the school of Broser: "It was 
biggish and it was brownish and bluish — with 
strange spots upon it and streaks hère and there. 
As it flew away I saw its under-wings were orange — 
the wing feathers — feathers'' — Milly called his 
attention by insistent répétition to the exquisite 
pronunciation of the word — "were pointed, and 
there was a kînd of a halo ail round it. That's ail!" 
she said, and she got up and went away, leaving Paul 
alone. 

"A charming child," said an old man, taking her 
place beside Paul. He was an omithologist, and 
Paul was surprised to find himself entirely unin- 
terested in birds. 

Of this party Hope knew nothing. 



XXV 

The next day Paul Blunt wrote to Elîzabeth 
saying what a delîghtful party ît had been. Hîs was 
the only letter she received saying so. It had been a 
perfectly ordinary party, she knew that, and there 
was no reason to say ît was otherwîse. She had had 
two letters askîng her to take Milly to teà wîth the 
wrîters of the letters — men, both of them, and 
Elîzabeth tore up the letters and put them în the 
waste-paper basket. Paul added a postscript to say 
he was comîng to tell Mîss Colunm how much he 
had enjoyed the party. He came. He told her. He 
went on tellîng her wîth hîs eyes on the clock, but 
Milly did not come în. He realîsed at last how im- 
possible it was to go on saying how delîghtful the 
party had been, so he went away promising to come 
again. 

** You may hâve forgotten something you wanted 
to say about the party," said Elîzabeth. "I begin 
to thînk ît was a better party than I knew." 

When Paul got home he wrote and asked Miss 
Colunm to dîne wîth him and go to a play and to 
bring Mîss Don wîth her. He tore that up and wrote 
to Milly — the same letter exactly, except that he 
asked her to bring Miss Colunm. 

Milly brought the letter to Miss Column. She 
read ît and said Milly must answer ît herself. 
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"How? What shall I say?" 

"Exactly, my child, what you wish to say." 

"What I must say?" 

" Yes, îf you put it that way." 

And Milly wrote : — 

Dear Captain Blunt, — I should love ît and so would 
Miss Column, but before I answer I want you to go down 
to Up and Down and see Mrs. Templar — or my mother 
— Mrs. Don; because I might not be the kind of girl 
you would want to take to a théâtre — that 's what I 
feel about it. 

Yours sincerely, 

M. Don. 

''What dîd you say, Milly?" asked Miss Column. 
" I mean, more or less?" 

'* I saîd we should love to — but not just yet — " 

"That 's right, my child, there*s the reed-warbler 
séries I want reprinted." 

Milly found herself entîrely unînterested în reed- 
warblers. She was not so surprised as Paul had been 
when he found himself unînterested in birds gen- 
erally. She had always known that birds were but 
the means to an end. She was întensely interested 
now in a nest of her own and her sensé of duty she 
knew was as keenly developed as any bird's. She 
was prepared to build as patîently — be as good a 
mate — as self-sacrificîng a mother — as any bird. 
She had reached the end towards which Miss 
Column had gently been leading her. And instead 
of reprinting the reed-warbler séries she went and 

252 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

looked at houses (the outsîdes only), whîch after ail 
îs bird-nestîng — în the highest and best sensé of 
the Word. 

She chose a dear lîttle house (the expression hers), 
red brick, built after the fashion of a house în a 
country village — on the stage — it was almost too 
good to be true. In front of it was a paved square, 
enclosed by postem rails and chains. Between the 
cracks of the pavement sprang up patient little 
green things, like their country cousins plants, but 
less robust. 

Then, havîng chosen the house, her thoughts 
went far away to the déserts she had pined for, the 
vast places — starlit skies — wonderf ul flowers and 
luscîous fruits. She looked up : there was plenty of 
sky to be seen. There must be stars if you looked 
for them on clear nîghts; and there were no fruits 
you could n't get în London — some so precious as 
to be wrapped în silver paper — she had seen them. 
Then she looked at the house again and generously 
and magnanimously gave ît up. He would n*t like 
ît — no explorer would. She frowned. Explorer, 
why explorer? She was n't thînkîng of any one in 
particular. She was. She had proved herself a de- 
ceiver. That night she wrote to Mrs. Templar. The 
night followîng Joanna wrote to her good friend 
Elizabeth, saying: — 

Elîzabeth, my dear, ît's a lovely summer's day — or 
has been. The evening is beautiful. And I hâve had a 
day after my own heart — adventure — of a kind. It 

253 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

may prove too much of an adventure. I was "soupîng** 
my way along the lanes this morning when I came face 
to face with our explorer. The soup I lef t to chance — 
some one has enjoyed it, I hope — and Martha moums 
an umblemished basin. The explorer and I sat ourselves 
down under the beeches, and he told me at once — he 
wastes no time or words — that he has f allen in love with 
Milly. I thînk he said he was going to marry her; that 
he had come to me — she had sent him to me. I supposed 
he wanted to know who Milly's mother was, and he said, 
No, he knew that. This was surprising; but it tumed 
out that he thought Mrs. Don was her mother. It *s loyal 
of the child to say so — is n*t it? Athough she could only 
say she was n*t, which would n't help very much. I had 
a letter from Milly this morning, which I was to read to 
Paul Blunt. I had no idea I should so soon hâve the op- 
portunity. I told him I had something to read to him. 
I asked him if I should read it? He said, Yes. I said, by 
way of explanation, that Milly had been bird-nesting. 
She had written the letter on her retum. "Where had 
she been, I wonder?" he said. I said she was the most 
honest child I had ever met. He agreed. I think the best 
resuit of her upbringing is her perfect naturalness — 
this to you, Elizabeth, not to him. Her innate goodness 
graf ted on to the honesty of the Dons has produced some- 
thing very fine, to my mind. 

I took out her letter and read it. I um-ummed a good 
deal, which tried him, but I read ail she wished him to 
hear. **Tell him," she said, "I went out to service when 
I was fourteen. They were very kind. The lady died. I 
went out again. I took a ring. The lady was very kind. 
She sent me home. You took me into your house and you 
were kinder than everybody, that 's ail to tell him — at 
first." It's a pathetic letter, to me, at ail events, and I 
wondered what he was thinking. He said nothing. What 
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could he say? To help matters I began to tell hîm theother 
sîde of the story — in my lack of understanding trying 
to make the best of it for Milly*s sake. He stopped me 
and said he would marry the gîrl on her letter alone. 
So you see, Elizabeth, my dear, I was slow to under- 
stand. I saîd I loved hîm for ît — but that was n't what 
he wanted, evîdently. I wanted him to see Mrs. Don, 
but he would n't wait. He said he would come agaîn. His 
poor mother, what will she say? Basinless I retumed to 
Martha, unabashed, with a great light in my face — 
shining in my face — is that the expression? and John 
said: "What hâve you seen, my dear?" He loves ad- 
ventures just as much as I do — adventure, more espe- 
cially when it concems a man and a maid. Very senti- 
mental and romantical is John. 

Yours, 

JOANNA. 

Elizabeth read the letter, re-read ît, and yet once 
agaîn. She and Milly were dinîng with Paul Blunt 
that evenîng. When she had told Milly that he 
had telephoned to say he had taken seats for a play, 
Milly had saîd, "He's been, then," which she had 
not understood. She understood now, but, of course, 
ît was impossible. The Blunts would never consent 
to the marrîage. Joannâ was impossible. 



XXVI 

Meanwhile Hammy's éducation progressed. He 
saîd he had donc hîstory, by whîch he meant he 
had finîshed it, and thankful he was, too, that he 
had. He had leamt about Mary Queen of Scots, and 
one day he had a lesson on the coming of the Magî. 
Then Miss Strickland told him to wrîte an essay 
on the Magî. Women are very cruel to small chil- 
dren. **How would you like to do it yourself?" was 
Hammy's attitude of mind; but he dîd it. It was 
apparently a great physical effort, for he puffed and 
he blew after the manner of the little pig in the 
world-famed story, and then when he had done he 
handed the essay in to Miss Strickland, who put it 
aside. And when evening was corne, and she sat 
alone in the schoolroom, she opened the copy-book, 
in which was written the essay. It should hâve 
lighted up the duU darkness of her evening, but 
it did n't.» She restd: "And at Christmas time when 
there are trees and you hang up stockings, Mary 
Queen of the Scots came to bethlem and she met 
the angels and some wise men, and my goodness 
did n't they ail hâve fun together playing in the 
straw — " 

At this point the foundations of Miss Strickland's 
belîef in her power of teaching were shaken as by 
an earthquake, and the next moming she took the 
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essay to Mrs. Blent and, layîng ît before her, both 
literally and figuratîvely, asked her what should be 
done? 

Mrs. Blent read the essay and said: **Well, after 
ail, ît's only Mary Queen of Scots he's got wrong. 
I don't see that it matters. I never could do dates 
myself . I should n't worry about that. He '11 be 
going to school in a year or two." 

Mrs. Blent was more exercised about Janet the 
Scotch nurserymaid's French accent. She had 
been teaching Hammy the days of the week în 
French. Some one had asked Hammy to say them 
and he had saîd: ** Lundi, Mardi, McCreedy — " 
Miss Strickland said it was entirely outside Janet's 
province to teach Hammy French. 

" Well, don't let ît occur again," said Mrs. Blent. 
"It sounds so bad." 

, Miss Strickland could hâve borne that, but she 
was misérable and went to Hope to be comforted. 
Hope had too many troubles of her own to hâve 
time to sympathise with one whose troubles were 
purely académie. Why Paul Blunt no longer came 
to the house was of infinitely greater importance. 
Hope did not tell Miss Strickland that, but Miss 
Strickland said: " You see when you've got to teach 
ît's a very serions thing if you can't. I never ex- 
pected to teach. I had every prospect of marrying." 

*'And what happened?" asked Hope, feeling 
bound to ask the question. Miss Strickland sat, 
askîng for it. 
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"He just stopped comîng," she saîd; "no one 
realises the number of men who just do that." Hope 
did — 

Mrs. Blent, seeîng Hope lookîng duU and de- 
pressed, suggested goîng to a play. 

"Not a matinée," said Hope. 

And her mother agreed, adding — "But Father 
won't go in the evening." 

"Then he must stay at home," said Hope; and 
she and her mother went. 

" I like to see the curtain go up, don't you, dear? " 
said Mrs. Blent, and Hope said she did. 

"I really," she said, emboldened by Hope's sym- 
pathy, "like to see the people come in. But Miss 
Broser says the best people are late. I think it's 
selfishness, don't you?" 

Hope said she thought it resolved îtself into one 
of two things — you either climbed over, or were 
dimbed over. You could choose which you liked best. 

"I know which I would rather," said Mrs. Blent. 

So they went to the play, and they were climbed 
over. Mrs. Blent looked anxiously at Hope to see 
if she were enjoying herself. And she noticed other 
people looked at Hope too — for their own pleasure, 
not to see hers. Mrs. Blent was enormously pleased. 
Hope was certaînly a very satisfactory daughter to 
hâve — so far as looks went. So statuesque ! 

Hope was really more cross than statuesque. 
It was not with her mother she wîshed to go to a 
play. ^ 
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After the curtaîn had gone up, several people 
came into the stalls directly behind them. There 
was a great f uss and arrangîng of seats — and whis- 
pered discussions. 

'*So selfish!" whispered Mrs. Blent; "what did he 
say?'' 

Hope did not know what the butler on the stage 
had said — nothing of any importance, she was sure. 

" I like to hear every word," whispered Mrs. Blent ; 
"butlers on the stage are very like butlers, aren't 
they? They do them very well, and I don't suppose 
they ever see a real one — " 

Hope frowned. 

*' But it is selfish, dear — what did she say?" 

** You can't hear if you talk," said Hope. 

Mrs. Blent subsided. 

The curtain went down on the first act and Hope 
heard a voice behind her — a voice she recognised 
at once. FauFs, and he was asking some one to tell 
him ajbout the — bird? Could it be that? And she 
heard a girl's voice refusing. He begged her to tell 
him — please, and the girl, relenting, said, "It was 
biggish — and it was bluish — with strange spots 
upon it — and streaks — hère and there. As it flew 
away " — then Hope missed a word, — **the wing 
feathers were" — again she missed something — 
''and that 's ail." 

No," said Paul, **its aura." 
Its halo, you mean?" asked the girl. "It had 
a sort of a — " 
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Then Hope heard Miss Column's voîce: "Is that 
your bird, Milly? You must be serîous about it.'* 

'*We are," said Paul. 

It îs not dîfficult to imagine the anguish of mind 
that small word caused Hope. 

*'The interval's rather long, dear, îs n't it?" said 
her mother. " I think a man helps out an interval, 
don* t you?" 

Mrs. Blent tumed to look at those people fortu- 
nate enough to possess a man during the interval 
and saw Paul. *' You, Paul, why, hère 's Hope!" 

Hope tumed so that she saw Paul without seeing 
Milly. **You're in Hammy's bad books," she said 
over her shoulder. 

'*Am I, why?" 

''Because — you've stopped coming." It was a 
sentence that would hâve hurt the sensitîve ears of 
Miss Broser. 

It hurt Paul too. He never f ailed a child : it was 
his boast. **Tell hîm Tve been so busy." 

'4 will," said Hope. 

"You were rather cold, dear," said her mother. 
"Hammy doesn't really mind. There, it's going 
up. 

The curtain went up. 

**I don't like pyjamas on the stage," said Mrs. 
Blent, '*and certainly not on a girl. I thought this 
was a nice play. The papers said it was." 
Then it must be," said Hope. 
Yes, that 's what I thought. What's the use of 
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papers if you can't go by them. But, Hope dear, 
— don't look so glum, — we don't do thèse thîngs, 
do we? It's a pity to gîve people a wrong îdea o£ 
socîety, îsn't ît?" 

Mrs. Blent became engrossed în the play; Hope, 
în the conversation carried on at întervals, very 
softly, between Paul and Milly. Of the play she 
saw nothing, heard nothing. She had discovered 
it extraordinarily unlike life. Did any one on the 
stage expérience anything at ail of the agony of 
dîsappointment she was suffering? or represent her 
sufferings? If they had felt — in life — one thou- 
sandth part of what they on the stage prof essed to 
feel, they could not hâve expressed their sorrow as 
they did. In silence alone could such misery find 
expression. 

On the way home her mother asked her what she 
thought Sir Godf rey should hâve done — acknowl- 
edged the child? What ought Lady Géraldine to 
hâve done? Looked in the paper basket before she 
gave it to the footman to empty ? '* I am sure I don't, 
but then there are no wills about in an ordinary 
house, are there? What a mercy it was she did n't 
bum the will, was n't it?" Did n't Hope love the 
little boy in the velvet suit? The scène with his 
father was so pretty, was n't it? Were Cabinet Min- 
isters like that, did Hope think? So fond of their 
children — playing trains with the little boy and 
putting the Teddy Bear to bed with hîm. It was 
the sort of thing Paul might do. Did Hope see the 
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gîrl Paul was wîth? She was very pretty, wasn't she? 
Mrs. Blent paused, then went on: ''I thînk Godf rey 
forgave Lady Géraldine. I don't belîeve, though, 
that anybody who was so misérable would be so 
smartly dressed — except that it mîght help one to 
forget. Did you notice he said — 'If you ever 
corne back, corne back in your ' — what coloured 
frock was it? With what in her hat? — not nastur- 
tiums, was it? I liked the lawyer. I wonder why 
they make lawyers so nice on the stage — they 
don't clergymen. The lady's-maid should n't hâve 
wom a cap, should she? They do make funny mis- 
takes on the stage, but the play 's the thing after 
ail. I don't suppose they worry about little things 
— but still I think if everything was quite correct 
it would attract the best kînd of people — would n't 
it? One does n't like being falsely represented. Of 
course în some things they do much better on the 
stage than in real life. More real — if that is pos- 
sible. I mean, for instance — when I used to tell 
your father there was another baby coming he 
did n't say wonderful things to me, but rather — 
well, of course, it's différent in life, is n't it? There 
is no one looking on — no one who has paid for 
seats — and that makes a différence. Father never 
troubled to show his deeper feelings, but they were 
there, of course. He was upset when our eldest little 
boy died. But even then he did n't say much — 
of course a théâtre is différent — that 's why Ilike 
it. It 's a change f rom life. There was one bit — 
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that scène wîth Lady Géraldine and the lîttle boy 
when I crîed — did n't you? I hope you enjoyed 
yourself, dear; I did, I think it's a pity not to, al- 
most, when you pay for the tickets yourself — don't 
you?" 

Hope did not answer, and Mrs. Blent wondered 
if she was upset about something. So afraid was 
she that Hope must be, that late that night she 
stole into Hope's room. She opened the door very 
quietly. It was a bright moonlîght night, so light 
that she could see the bed was empty and had not 
been slept in. Then she looked from the bed to the 
window, and there at the open window was Hope. 
To Mrs. Blent there was no unhappiness in the 
world so great as that which made star-gazing a ne- 
cessity, or even a possibility. The discomfort of ît 
was so tremendous. No matter what happened to 
her she should always go to bed — with a hot-water 
bottle if possible. 

**Hope," she said softly, ''are you unhappy?" i 

'*Not in the least, thank you," said Hope. 

Mrs. Blent drew back crushed — between the 
window and the dressing-table. For a moment ail 
that a mother should feel she felt. She had been 
ready to take Hope in her arms and ask what ît was 
that was hurting her, but now she could not. She 
was so easily squashed. Father had always crushed 
her. She had had no expérience in comforting, as 
it were. She had always been repulsed — driven 
back. To her now there was something almost 
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angelîc în Hope's appearance. In the nicx)nlîght her 
nîght-gown was so dazzlingly whîte : her face and 
arms so dazzlingly whîte — her young body so beau- 
tif ul în îts attitude of despaîr. She had no colour — 
which, perhaps, was a pity. But her pale beauty 
made her sorrow înfinîtely more appealing. Father 
could never hâve looked like thîs — therefore Mrs. 
Blent had never been able to offer hîm the comfort 
she could offer Hope. It was hîs fault. He had not 
inspîred her pîty. It was there, because she felt it. 
It was a physîcal pain she felt. Most sorrow hîtherto 
had been to her more lîke discomfort. She had won- 
dered sometîmes if she could feel. Now she knew. 
It was a relief almost. She must try again, she wanted 
so desperately to get nearer thîs chîld of hers. After 
ail, thîs radiant créature was hers — whatever Jo- 
anna mîght say she felt and try to make Hope feel. 

''Tell me, my child," she said; ** after ail, I am 
your mother — don't let it corne between us that I 
let you go — it was for your good I did ît — and be- 
cause you were so pretty — I thought the Templars 
were différent — dear, you do understand — Father 
never expected to make money as fast as he did. 
Everything he touched seemed to make — money — 
If I h2td known — do try and understand," — and 
thîs most impossible of ail mothers put her arms 
round Hope and drew her towctfds her. **Is it 
Paul, dear?" 

*'Don't, don't," saîd Hope, drawîng away from 
her mother's arms. 
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But, dear, ît îs; you were quîte différent after 
you had seen him. Tell me ; I do understand. I may 
be funny and ail that, but after ail you do belong 
to me — tell me!" 

But Hope would not. There was nothîng to tell. 
''Please let me go." 

And her mother would hâve let her go; but Hope's 
hair had got entangled în a dîamond brooch. **I 
once saw two people at a concert," said Mrs. Blent, 
"caught together by theîr toques — în the middle 
of a Sonata. It looked so funny. One had something 
în her toque that caught în the other's veîl. Don't 
pull, dear." 

'Xutît,"saîdHope. 

" Your haïr, dear. No, waît!" 

'Xutît!"crîedHope. 

*'The brooch îs entangled în my lace, too," saîd 
Mrs. Blent, fumblîng. 
, ''Cutît!" 

*'The lace, dear? Why, ît cost two hundred 
guîneas." 

*'Cut ît, eut ît!" moaned Hope. **0h, leave me 
alone." She reached out her hand for her naîl scissors 
on the dressîng-table, and wîth them she eut her 
haïr away from the dîamond brooch whîch blazed 
on her mother's bodîce. "Now go, please, go!" 

And Mrs. Blent went. 

Before goîng to her room — where Father was — 
always was — she must undo her brooch and dîs- 
entangle from ît the haïr Hope had eut off. ''Such 
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— a pîty — dear, dear!" she saîd. She went înto 
the nursery. She stood under the electric light ; the 
tears were running down her face. She pulled out 
the haïr. It was like spun gold. She twîsted it 
round her fingerand tîed it with a pièce of sîlk,drawn 
from a plaît of silks in Nannîe's work-basket. Then 
she went to bed. 

When Hope came down to breakfast, her father 
looked at her and saîd: '* You've eut a fringe. What 
dîd you do that for?" 

He was always cross at breakfast. "I don't like 
it," he added. 

" I like ît," saîd Hammy, but then he had break- 
fasted. 

**It's the fashîon," saîd Mrs. Blent, buttering her 
toast. 



XXVII 

Mrs. Don had two vîsîtors on one day — for her 
a great dissipation, considering the quality of the 
visitors. Widow Waysey calling in to borrow a * 
bucket did not count ; or even Mrs. Templar, for the 
matter of that, because she came so often. And she 
never said, **Sit down, Mrs. Don." With Mrs. Tem- 
plar Mrs. Don sat down or stood as she chose — and 
no disrespect meant. 

Mrs. Don's first visitor on that eventful summer's 
day was an elderly lady, very soft-spoken, but de- 
cided ; so Mrs. Don described her manner, adding 
that she was a real lady and no mistake. Mrs. Don 
enjoyed telling the story of her visitor. " She walked 
in — she did — and asked me if I was Mrs. Don? 
and I answered: 'That I am, ma'am,' just like 
that — as if I was proud of the fact — l'm not say- 
în' l 'm not. The lady sailed into the cottage, quite 
gentle-like, but sailed, for ail that; and, seating her- 
self j asked me to sit down. My own chairs can't hâve 
known themselves beîng sat so grandly upon. She 
was a pleasant enough lady and surprising, too, if 
you come to think of it. 'Mrs. Don,' she said, 'we 
are both mothers.' IVe been called names before 
by women, but this was n't names exactly, because 
ît was true, but calling for no particular mention. 
So I says, Yes, I supposed we might say we were, 
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wîthout any offence. Then the lady smiled, rather 
sadly it seemed to me, and she saîd, 'Mothers 
are alîke in wîshing the best happiness for theîr 
chîldren — aîn't they?' and I said, I supposed they 
were — some more than others — some less. Mothers 
are a bit soft, that's what I saîd. I thought she was 
wanting my Lily for scuUery-maid, and I was just 
going to say she was too young — as she is — when 
the lady said: 'You know what I hâve come for?' 
and I said, Never — had no idea— never was so 
plum-plussed in my life. 

** ' It 's about your daughter, Milly/ Then I began 
to see sparks, so to speak. *0h, Milly — * says I; 
'oh, yes/ 

'*Then she went on to say her son had fallen in 
love with my Milly. I said to her, * No wonder you 're 
put out, ma'am,' and she said she was glad I under- 
stood : but after a bit of talkin' she had to allow it 
was no use bein' put out, because it appears that what 
her son wants he has, and he wants Milly, and to ail 
appearances he 's got her, and a good girl she is, too. 
Then, seeing her — the lady, I mean — ail of a 
tremble and making the best of it, as it were, I 
said, *Look hère, ma'am, there never was a better 
girl than Milly, according to her lights. What she 
îs we ' ve made her f rom livin' with us, and we 've 
done our best for her — but if it would make you 
happîer — and make it better for your son — I 
may as well tell you she 's no child of ours and never 
was. We wish her happiness, ail the same, just as 
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îf she was our own — but undemeath the outsîde 
of Mîlly — as ît were — there lies a finer Milly — 
she's grand undemeath, that's what she îs. Maybe 
she 's a princess, who knows? She has the way of 
people in books, with her dancîn' and sîngîn' and 
her happîness. Hâve you seen her?' The lady saîd, 
No, she had not seen her. 

''Then I got up from the chair în whîch I had 
been asked to sit, and, holdin' out my arms, and 
tumin' myself this way and that, and round about, I 
said : ' Now, ma'atm, look at me well and long — and, 
havin* looked, go and see Milly and if you see any 
likeness between us, then l 'm nearer Heaven than 
l ever thought to be, îf looks count for anything,' 
and having said ail that — and more — I burst into 
tears, not bein' accustomed to hîghfalutîn speakîn', 
as it were. Then the lady said, * Do you mean to tell 
me Milly is not your child?' And I said, ' I do mean 
ît,' — and then what did she say but 'l'm sorry, 
Mrs. Don!' Whatever did she mean by that? Then 
she went on to say that when she marrîed her f riends 
said she had married beneath her. But when she 
had been married a little time, she discovered that 
she had married very much above her — that's 
what she said, and I saîd, *Did you now? It's not 
often husbands tum out better than you thought 
'em.' So I say, it 's a funny mixing-up world. Milly 
a lady to ail appearances — and not supposed to be 
— and Miss Hope supposed to be by ail appearances 
and tums out to be not quite so — în a sensé. I 
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say, stîck where God puts you. He puts you there 
for some good purpose — if it 's only to cook Don's 
Sunday dinner — to each woman a task. It's a 
mercy there were n't two put to do Don's dinner ! 
And to say Mr. Blunt was hîgher up than that 
sailing-into-my-cottage lady of hîs, well, it's not 
sensical. It was a comfort to me when my old Don 
walked in that evenin', and I says to him, * Are you 
a gentleman what you don't appear to be, or are you 
not — which you do appear to be?' And he said, 
'Jenny, old woman, you're a terror, that 's what 
you are,' and he laughed. He likes a joke and Widow 
Waysey was terribly pleased when I told her." 

So much for Mrs. Don's account of the vîsît of 
PauPs mother. It could not hâve been an accurate 
description — but that 's how it struck Mrs. Don, 
because she told it in those words to Widow Waysey 
and Job Salting, Mrs. Templgu-, and a few others 
she could trust. 

About her other vîsîtor, Mrs. Blent, who came 
an hour later, she said very little to any one : but ît 
îs believed, of the two visits she enjoyed the second 
one the more. Her second vîsitor called her Jenny 
— in a whisper — and ail the time her second visitor 
spoke in a whisper and most of the time she spent 
in asking Jenny if she was surprised. And Jenny 
Don could truthfully answer to every single ques- 
tion that she was — that took back that you could 
hâve knocked her down. 

To Jenny was shown, under vows of strict secrecy, 
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sîlk skîrts and stockîngs, jewelled rings and ear- 
rings — and a watch (no bîgger than one of the 
buttons of Jenny's bodice) set în dîamonds. Then 
there was a great deal to say about MîUy, who, ît ap- 
peared, was goîng to marry Mrs. Blent's cousin by 
marriage — her husband's cousin — who would some 
day be a very rich man. And who was Milly ? — as 
good as he was, perhaps, — there was no knowîng. 
And was n't ît surprising about Hope? Had Jenny 
known? Of course Jenny had not. Mr. and Mrs. 
Templar had corne to Up and Down wîth a child, and 
when people do that there are no questions asked. 
Just as nobody had asked about Milly, which they 
might hâve done if they had had eyes that saw, 
Mrs. Blent said. Of course Mr. and Mrs. Templar 
had n't wanted to part with Hope. Jenny would 
understand that — a daughter, after ail, is a daugh- 
ter — and Jenny laughed and said a daughter, after 
ail, was n't a daughter — sometimes. 

Then her visitor asked Jenny if she had recog- 
nised her when she had brought the bread? And 
Jenny said, Not then so much as in the middle of 
the night. She had said then, after puzzling her 
brains to death, **Why, it was Hatty!" 

'*And you'U never tell any one?" said Hatty 
Blent. 

*'No, ma'am; stîU fond of crusts are you?" And 
Mrs. Blent owned to it. 

*'But it is n't everything to be rich, Jenny," she 
added. 
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**P*raps not," saîd Mrs. Don, ''but you can eat 
the crust and leave the crumb, there *s somethîng în 
that. It 's the other way round wîth most of us at 
our âge." 

**Tell me," saîd Mrs. Blent, ''about Mrs. Tem- 
plar?" 

''Mrs. Templar?" saîd Mrs. Don; "well, there 
may be good enough words to describe her, but I 
don't know them." 

"My daughter had her choîce, and has chosen to 
lîve wîth us," saîd Mrs. Blent complacently. 

" Yes, she would ; she was never lîke her mother — 
begyour pardon, l 'm sure — I mean Mrs. Templar." 

Two frîends meetîng after a number of years 
must hâve had more than that to say to each other, 
but îf they had no one knew what ît was. Mrs. Don 
was seen openîng her garden gâte to a very grand 
lady ' în sîlks and ail that.' They could n't go so 
far as to say Mrs. Don curtseyed, because ît was n't 
her way, but she was on her good behavîour, that 
was certaîn. The lady, Up and Down leamed, was 
Mîss Hope's new mother from London — Mrs. 
Blent. "So that 's how ît was?" If Up and Down 
had had to choose they would hâve chosen Mrs. 
Templar. But then vîUages, — well, well, they are 
slow to change. 

Mrs. Don's first vîsîtor, ît appeared, went up to 
see Mrs. Templar after seeîng Mrs. Don. It was 
saîd she walked quîckly through the vîUage — she 
dîdn't saîl — or anythîng lîke saîl. For one of 
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her âge she walked quîckly, wîth her head down 
and her eyes lookîng at the ground (whîch îs not 
the way to see a village). She stopped and asked 
Wîdow Waysey the way, and Wîdow Waysey 
mîght hâve shown ît to her wîth a jerk of the head or 
thumb, ît was so straîght forward as ît were. Just 
round the corner and up the hîll ! But Wîdow Way- 
sey was not made that way. She saîd she would 
show the lady — probably expectîng to heax some- 
thîng for her paîns. In order to încrease her chances 
she took the lady a long way round, up a lane and 
down another — a pathway wom by Mr. Norman 
în avoîdîng people after church, so ît was saîd. 
Wîdow Waysey hoped the lady would n't notîce. 
She walked too quîckly to make talkîng easy, and ît 
was ail Wîdow Waysey could do to keep up. 

''Mrs. Don saîd ît was five mînutes' walk," saîd 
the lady. ''Surely ît's more." 

And Wîdow Waysey saîd, Mrs. Don*s clock went 
fast and Mrs. Don was very active — actîve în some 
ways. 

'*I walk as fast as most women of my âge," saîd 
the lady, quîckenîng her pace. 

''A deal f aster, ma'am," gasped Wîdow Waysey. 
She was thankful to jerk her thumb în the direc- 
tion of the church. She would n't corne up the hîll. 
The vicarage lay just behînd — once a week, Sunday 
momîngs, was enough wîth a hîll so steep. 

**Now, what dîd she do that for?" thought Mrs. 
Blunt to herself . 
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"Whatever dîd she walk like that for?" saîd 
Wîdow Waysey to herself . 

Joanna laughed when Mrs. Blunt told her, and 
said Widow Waysey had only wanted to know why 
Mrs. Blunt had corne to Up and Down, why she 
had gone to see Mrs. Don, — ' and had only wanted 
to know what Mrs. Don had saîd and what they 
had both saîd — it was so lîttle to ask. 

"How curions !" saîd Mrs. Blunt. 

"Do you thînk so — wîth seven and sîxpence a 
week there are a lot of thîngs you want to know — 
a lot of questîons you want to ask." 

''You mean — ?" asked Mrs. Blunt. 

" I mean — you want some sort of excîtement and 
amusement to eke ît out." 

'* Mrs. Templar — what is MîUy Don lîke — and 
who îs she?" 

Joanna told her ail she knew about MîUy. 

"Would you be satîsfied îf you had a son and he 
wanted to marry her?" 

''Wanted to — or married her?" asked Joanna. • 

"Wîth hîm ît 's the same thîng." 

Joanna paused. 

"If I had a son? It*s difficult to say — îf I say 
anythîng you must discount ît by rememberîng 
that I am quîte Impossible — and hopeless. You 
cannot go by what I thînk — or feel — about thèse 
matters. Beauty îs beauty to me whether ît goes 
hand în hand wîth riches or poverty. Goodness îs 
goodness whether ît comes of good famîly or lowly* 
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It îs character that counts, I thînk, but then I am 
impossible." 

**Yes — yes, I know, but Tm placed in a very 
awkward position. I am on several committees of 
Societies for Prcmoting the Equality of Classes and 
Encouraging Brotherly Love — " 

'*I know," said Joanna, ''but it's a thing you 
can't promote — committees can't do it." 

''Then how can it be done?" asked Mrs. Blunt. 

Joanna smiled. 

"Yes, yes, I know," said Mrs. Blunt; "but one 
does not expect to be asked to go to such lengths — 
and the illegitimacy — you must admit that is hard 
to accept." 

"Yes, yes, hardest of ail for the child — the child 
is not asked if it will bear it — the child of ail people 
in the world is the least to blâme. If I had a son 
who wanted to marry a girl who was mean and cruel 
— and jealous and small — I should be sorry. If 
he wanted to marry a girl who was good and gên- 
erons and kind and beautif ul — or what I call beau- 
tiful — I should be glad. The accident of birth — 
well, of course, I know it matters : how much l 'm 
not capable of judgîng. About Milly, there is just 
thîs to be said — Mrs. Don knows nothing about the 
child — why should we imagine there is anythîng 
agaînst her? She has trîumphed over ail her diflfi- 
cultîes. Why should we prove her stumbling-block ? ' ' 

Mrs. Blunt thought to herself that not to know 
who Milly was, or where she had come from, was 

275 



tt 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

quîte bad enough. But to make Mrs. Templar see her 
point of vîew was not possible, so she did not try. 

''For some years after I marrîed, my people ne ver 
saw me or tried to see me," she said. 
Brotherly love," murmured Joanna. 
Then the goodness of my husband tri- 
umphed — " 

**And now?" asked Joanna. 

'*0h, now they are devoted to hîm — he îs able 
to do so much for them — " 

"I, too," said Joanna, ''married against the 
wîshes of my people." 

*'You, dear Mrs. Templar, but what did they 
want?" 

**You mean they could not hâve expected me to 
do better? I quîte agrée with you." 

'*No, no, please don't thînk that — I mean Mr. 
Templar — how could any one say he was n't — " 

''They did n't. He was n't rich, that was ail." 

"Rich? Do people, after ail, attach such impor- 
tance to riches?" 

**I believe they do," said Joannar 

''I don't think much of money, that I know: 
but I do wish I knew who Milly is. There is every 
chance of my husband being offered a peerage. As 
a Radical he would appreciate the honour — to me 
it means very little — and Paul, of course, îs — " 

* * And Milly would in course of time be a peeress? " 
Joanna had grasped the situation. Milly in a coro- 
net. Well, there were peeresses who would not look 
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as well as she would. A coronet on MîUy would look 
less încongruous than it did on the Venus of Milo — 
the B lents* Venus. 

''Are you înterested în goats?'* asked Joanna, 
finding herself at a loss to amuse Mrs. Blunt. Mrs. 
Blunt saîd, Not în the least. They dîd not corne înto 
her life at ail. She would rather look at the roses, 
and with the roses Joanna left her. 

Joanna felt there was no argument so strong as 
the silence of nature, whîch speaks as nothîng else 
speaks. It appeals wîthout pleadîng. It invites 
confidence without betraying curiosity, and as Mrs. 
Blunt walked through the rioting disorder of Joan- 
na's roses something of the nature of Joanna became 
hers. In this quiet garden, miles away from every- 
where, it seemed easy enough to forget the world 
and its births and marriages; its social ambitions; 
îts snares and temptations; its smallnesses; its 
strivings; îts struggles; its failures. Was it the 
quietness of this garden that gave Joanna that look 
of peace that was hers? Was it her love for every- 
thing that gave her that smile? Was it her belief in 
every one that gave her that hopefulness? Was it the 
impossibility of her John that danced în her eyes? 
Or was it her own? That she enjoyed her own short- 
comings was quite évident. She did notmake the 
slightest effort to be possible and like other people. 
It was ridiculous that Paul should hâve loved her 
directly he saw her. His praise of her had been ex- 
travagant. Mr. Norman, too, was ridiculous. What 
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was ît? Mrs. Blunt œuld only imagine ît was be- 
cause Joanna saw beauty in reality — reality in 
simplicity — and love everywhere. 

She went home wîth her arms full of roses. They 
lay in her lap as she drove up to London and their 
appeal was irrésistible. When she got home she tied 
up a bunch — the gif t of arranging flowers was hers 
— and sent it round to Miss Column's house — for 
Miss Don, and wrote on a slip of paper, '*From an 
old woman who has fallen in love with Up and 
Down," and when she went to bed that night she 
told Frankland, her maid, Paul's old nurse, where 
she had been and what she had done. How she had 
gathered roses whîle she mîght, and what she had 
done with the roses. Frankland's lip trembled, and 
there were tears in her eyes. About the young lady 
there was nothing said. And in that self-restraint 
Mrs. Blunt found virtue. Frankland would rather 
hâve had opposition. She was ready to fight for Mr. 
Paul. And she wanted his mother to fight, too, and 
to say she was going to fight. But instead she said, 
**Good-night, Frankland," and Frankland said, 
*'Good-night, ma'am." 
. ''Frankland?'' 

Frankland stopped: her attitude a question. 
"You will go straight to bed. It is late. Mr. Paul 
will not corne to-night?" 

**Yes, ma'am." And the old woman smiled and 
the woman in bed doubted her, and had good reason 
to doubt her, for outside on the staircase she sat 
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and kept watch. She knew Mr. Paul was only waît- 
ing a word from hîs mother. She knew he had gone 
to the théâtre : she knew that so scx)n as he got back 
to Mîss Column's house he would find the roses 
and would corne round to thank hîs mother. So she 
waîted. On thèse very stairs she had waited many 
a tîme when the boy had been comîng home from 
school. Those days of blessed memory, sacred to 
hundreds and thousands of women who hâve been 
nurses. Now she listened: she heard the hall-door 
opened — the key wîthdrawn from the lock — the 
door shut. She heard some one coming upstairs — 
more than one — there was whispering — hésitation 
— gentle encouragement. She peeped over the ban- 
îsters and saw that he was not alone : his arm was 
round a gîrl. She went down three steps at a time 
and stood waiting — her heart melting wîthin her. 

"Frankîe, you?" exclaîmed Paul; **see what IVe 
brought. Take care of her while I go to my mother." 
And he bundled the girl înto the arms of the old 
nurse — who was ready enough — whose arms were 
greedy for young things to fill them — and he went 
to his mother. 

*'Let's look at you, miss/' saîd Frankland, draw- 
îng the girl nearer the electric lamp. 

Milly laughed under the ordeal of the old wo- 
man's close scrutiny, but the old woman did n't 
laugh. Under the light Milly could see the trembling 
lip, the anxious face. The old woman gazed long and 
eamestly, and at the end of it ail said, *'Umph! 
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— whîch should hâve been dîsconœrtîng enough, 
but with Frankland Milly felt no fear: her fingers 
closed over the hand of the old woman, and hand in 
hand they sat. 

"It's those devourin' lîons l'm thînkin* of," saîd 
Frankland at last. " You will deliver him from the 
jaws of the lion." So ît appeared that, in the eyes of 
Frankland, it is better for a man that he marry a 
Milly than that he be eaten of lions. 

"There'U be a fuss, miss," she said, ''but your 
looks are ail on your sîde. A fuss there *s bound to 
be, but I '11 fight for you, though l 'm no Radical like 
his (ather is — it *11 be dîfïicult to persuade him — " 

When Paul sat on his mother*s bed and said, 
"You darlîng!" there seemed nothing else in the 
world that could matter. He was still hers — and 
she was happy until he said: **May I bring her 
now?" Then she remembered she was in bed — 
and sîxty years of âge — and it was not in bed she 
would choose to meet her future daughter-in-law, if 
daughter-in-law she must be. '*Please?" he saîd; 
'*I long for you to see her, for her to see you." 
And he was at the door before she could say any- 
thing. 

He opened it and outside stood a girl. He brought 
her into the room, a slîm, shy, delîcious-lookîng 
child, very like one of Joanna's roses — and she 
and Paul knelt besîde poor Mrs. Blunt's bed — and 
what chance had she? Dignity even was denied her, 
and the mother, vanquished, held out her hands and 

280 



IMPOSSIBLE PEUPLE 

Paul took one prisoner and MîUy the other, and 
when they released them she wîthdrew them wet 
with tears. 

Directly thèse impossible people had gone, she 
jumped out of bed — amazingly active for one of her 
years — and looked at herself in the glass, which 
showed her to be not so old as people mîght think, 
Then she got back into bed, glad that Paul had a 
mother who looked so well in bed. But she was 
shaken; she had capitulated too easily. If she had 
been certain her hair looked ail right she would hâve 
held out longer, Now there was Paul's father to 
persuade and Milly's father to establish, 

Meanwhile Frankland sat and thought. There 
must be some way out through such grâce and 
beauty as this girl possessed, By the following 
moming she no longer despaired — she had found a 
way out, if through the door of escape there was 
room for împrobability and impossibility to squeeze, 
With hîgh hope in her heart she knocked at her mis- 
tress's door. Mystery was written ail over her — 
excitement in her eyes — triumph even. 

"What's the matter, Frankland? You look very 
pleased," said Mrs. Blunt. 

Who would be anything else with Mr. Paul look- 
ing as he had looked? To that Mrs. Blunt made no 
answer. She had repented of her weakness of last 
night and was strong in the power of a moming's 
resentment. Committees were forgotten : the bubble 
of equality burst. 
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*'But, ma*am!" Up went the hands and the eye- 
brows of Frankland. ' * The likeness ! * ' 

''Whatlikeness?'' 

(Frankland would hâve bartered her soûl for 
Master Paul.) 

'* You remember," she almost whîspered, — "you 
remember me tellîng you about my sîster's sîster- 
în-law*s sîster — and her lodger — years ago — 
eîghteen or nîneteen years ago?" 

Which of course Mrs. Blunt dîd not remember, 
'* Yes, ma'am, the young lady that died a lodger în 
the house of the sîster of my sîster-în-law's sister.'* 

Mrs. Blunt felt thîs was a little more învolved 
than ît need hâve been. Less întricacy and she 
would stîU hâve been fogged enough. 

'*And left a baby and no trace — her husban* 
beîn' drowned — or supposed to be — since he made 
no sîgn." 

Mrs. Blunt was bewildered: but vaguely she re- 
membered some man being drowned. Frankland 
had told so many storîes în her day — but on thîs 
one she însîsted. Mrs. Blunt must remember ît. 
''Please, ma'am — " as much as to say, ''do make 
the effort." 

Mrs. Blunt made the effort and succeeded. So she 
saîd! Whereupon Frankland, encouraged, belîeved 
în, upheld, unravelled her tangled skeîn of marvel- 
lous coïncidences. She had seen that lady — mînd ! 
And had never forgotten her — who would? She had 
never thought to see her like agaîn. And now she 
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had. She paused to gîve Mrs. Blunt tîme to say, 
Where? 

It was up to her to say it, Shesaîdît. '* Where?'* 

**Here!" saîd Frankland. 

"When?" asked Mrs. Blunt, playîng her part to 
perfection. 

''Lastnîght." 

Like two chîldren they were, tellîng each other 
stories — aîding and abettîng one another — know- 
ing the stories to be fairy taies. Mrs. Blunt asked 
Frankland what she meant? Meaning, what was 
she drîving at? Frankland was driving a coach and 
four through the laws of chance and probability. 
She meant thîs — that Msister PauFs young lady 
was the child of that lady whose baby had been bom 
in the house of — Frankland shut her eyes. 

** Wait, Frankland," said Mrs. Blunt, as much as 
to say, "Spare me the genealogical tree. Who was 
the husband of that lady?" without that the story 
mîght be waste of time and not worth the telling. 

Frankland gave a name most désirable. Mrs. 
Blunt caught at ît like a drownîng man at a straw. 
But why should Frankland suppose thîs girl to be 
that baby? 

'*The likeness to the mother," saîd Frankland. 

*'And the lady of whom you speak was married 
to the father of the child whom you remember?" 
asked Mrs. Blunt, lîking the story well enough. 

*'Undoubtedly, ma'am; the sister of my sister-in- 
law's sister had always insisted upon that." 
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''Andwhy?" 

Frankland set out to show why ît was quîte cer- 
taîn that they had been married. The name she had 
mentîoned was that of a young man who had been 
drowned at sea. That was easily proved, It was 
belîeved he had been married — secretly married. 
His parents not knowîng to whom, theîr advertîse- 
ments failing to disœver the wife or even an im- 
postor, The young lady în the lodgîng was known 
to be married, but her husband never appeared 
and made no sîgn — therefore he must hâve been 
drowned, Any husband, however bad, can send 
money, but a drowned one — Frankland's best 
effort thîs — No! So puttîng two and two together 
she had proved that thèse two unknown créatures 
must hâve been the parents of thîs unclaîmed chîld. 
" Nothingcould be plaîner, ma'am," saîd Frankland, 
Her lîp trembled. Her heart sank. Was Mrs. Blunt 
going to belîeve? Mrs. Blunt could not make up 
her mînd. Frankland had always remembered 
stories well. Now her memory had come în useful. 
To make the story of any real use, Mrs. Blunt knew 
ît must be ascertaîned what had become of the baby , 
That was the crux. Frankland was ready. What 
were the country places of England for îf not to shel- 
ter orphan babîes? There were thousands of cottages 
that mîght hâve sheltered thîs chîld. England was 
a bîg place — în that way. The baby? Oh, the baby 
had gone to a brother of Frankland's sîster-în-law — 
and his wîfe în the country. Theîr name was — 
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Now ît flashed across Mrs. Blunt's mînd that un- 
less the name of the woman to whom the baby had 
been sent was Don, the story was no good and no 
help. No better than the thousands of other stories 
Frankland remembered. So Mrs. Blunt suggested 
the name of Don. Fîxed Frankland with a stony 
glare, pînned her down to Don, and Frankland gave 
în at once — saîd the name had been Don — vowed 
ît had been. Of course ît had been — and trium- 
phantly was! It could not hâve been anythîng else. 
'*Couldît,ma'am?" 

'*No other name would hâve done as well," ad- 
mitted Mrs. Blunt. 

So between them Mrs. Blunt and Frankland gave 
Mîlly not only a welcome, but a father, drowned, 
but still a father; and a mother, dead, but a mother 
for ail that; and Frankland knew by înstînct they 
had been marrîed — and saw the lîkeness at once în 
the child to the mother. Most old nurses would 
do as much for the boy they love, and Frankland 
really belîeved her story. In that she was more for- 
tunate than Mrs. Blunt. 

When any doubt crept înto the mînd of Frank- 
land she met ît by sayîng — a baby had been bom 
at the house of her — etc., etc. — she had not the 
strength to go through ît agaîn — and every woman 
who had seen ît had proclaîmed ît, every înch of ît, 
the chîld of at least a duchess. It dîd go to lîve în 
the country, when the sîster of her — etc., etc., — 
dîed, wîth a woman whose name, so far as Frankland 
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knew, mîght be anythîng, so why not Don? Why 
not? 

Frankland felt as bewîldered as a bulldog puppy 
would feel in the nest of a hedgehog. Both might 
with equal truth exclaîm — *' A world bristling with 
difïicultîes, thîs. It is n't that I mind fighting — but 
ît's hard to kick against the pricks!" 



XXVIII 

I 

Mrs. Blent, when she heard Paul was goîng to 
marry Milly, saîd ît was curious a family should 
want to go down when it had just clîmbed up, 

"Slîding down," Hope called ît, and Mrs. Blent 
was not sure about that. If Mrs. Blunt's story were 
true — and Milly 's face was œrroboratîon enough 
— ît was not so much of a come-down after ail for 
the Blunt famîly. Mrs. Blunt, of œurse, was of good 
famîly; but she had become a Radical in order to 
marry Mr. Blunt (saîd she lîked ît, indeed), so she 
could not say much now. Havîng delivered herself 
of thèse sentiments, Mrs. Blent complacently folded 
her hands and saîd to Hope: **You look hot, Hatty 
dear." 

If there was one thing Hope hated more than 
another, it was to be told by her mother that she 
looked hot. Hot? Of course she was hot — with 
indignation. Was she justified in allowing Paul to 
marry a girl who had done what Milly had donc? 
What she had done Hope did not really know. 
Joanna knew and had rejoiced to discover ît, and 
Elîzabeth Column knew and had condoned it, what- 
ever it was. But they were impossible people. Hope 
was saved ail responsibility by Paul coming himself 
to tell her he was going to niarry Milly. He knew 
Hope would be pleased. He and she had been such 
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frîends. He reminded her they were œusins, that 
cousins were like brothers and sîsters. 

''With such a delightful différence," suggested 
Hope. 

Paul did not ask her to do more than suggest the 
différence. He saîd, never having had a sister, he 
had found a sister in her. She smiled. It was ail 
very delightful, of course: but she had grown so 
accustomed to believe her heart broken that she 
was not anxious to be too easily cured, although the 
gîft of healing were Paul's. He as a physicîan might 
hâve assured her that she had never been danger- 
ously hurt — that the pain she had suffered had 
not been real pain — that she had not the power tp 
f eel real pain ; but he did not. He was too wise. He 
asked her instead to help Milly. He told her Milly 
was afraid of her. That she admîred her so much: 
had always admired her; looked up to her as some- 
thing so far above her — so good — envied her — 

'*Poor little Milly!" said Hope, at last. She was 
glad to be thought wonderful — and good — and 
stand-offish and superior. After ail, she would hâve 
hated to go to Af rica — to spend her life in déserts 
and swamps and in the strange company of wild 
beasts, birds, and însects, and black men. She 
was quite certain Paul and Milly would n*t dress 
for dinner, and would possibly sleep in their clothes, 
un^der the stars of heaven. They were quite im- 
possible. Her world was peopled with impossible 
créatures. So she patted Paul's hand and wished hîm 
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happîness and hoped poor little Milly would make 
him happy. Then, with the consciousness of her 
goodness overpowerîng her sensé of judgment, she 
solemnly asked Paul to be kind and gentle to Milly 
— and patient. "Patient, dear Paul — remember 
her upbringing ! " 

And Paul departed with her blessing tucked under 
hîs ann, as it were, and she sat wrapt in thought, 
looking very seraphic and statuesque, calm and good, 
wondering whom she should marry. She was glad 
to be rid of those déserts. Miles and miles she had 
ridden in her dreams (and she was no rider) across 
sandy déserts — on a sandy camel with sand in her 
eyes — in her sandwiches, in her hair. 

'*Well, dear," said her mother, "perhaps it is a 
come-down for the Blunts, after ail." 

''Reversion, that's ail," said Hope. 

And her mother went away impressed. She was 
sure Hope was right, but to make certain she looked 
it up in the dictionary — ' Retum to the wild state 
after domestication.' Reversion, there was some- 
thing to say for it, thought Mrs. Blent. To love the 
smell of a freshly baked crusty loaf was reversion, 
not greed. 

That night she lay awake in bed and thought it al! 
out. After ail — she argued to herself — the Blunts 
were rich, but that was no reason they should marry 
family. She herself was rich, but she would not 
care to marry any one above her, To feel herself 
superior to Father was ône of her pleasures in life. 

289 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

Why should money make people lîke thîngs they 
would n*t naturally like? She was exactly what she 
had always been — really — if only people knew ît. 
PauFs mother was, of œurse, a real lady. She had 
maiTÎed beneath her, but she had drawn her hus- 
band up — riches and ail — until anybody would be 
taken in by him. So it could be done. If Paul took 
Milly away for a year or two, she would corne back 
as good as any one. She had it in her. She was n't 
an ordinary girl. Any one could see that. Of course, 
Paul was his mother's son ; but he was so accustomed 
to wild animais and to people wîthout clothes, that 
he was n't so partîcular as he would hâve been if 
he had stayed at home and become a Member of 
Parliament. They had to be careful who they 
married because of their constituents and their 
votes. Conservatîves would lose by marryîng one 
way; Labour members lose by marrying another. 
Polîtics were a matter of class, Mrs. Blent knew 
that. Of course, she knew, too, that money went a 
long way, if not ail the way. But she said, and held 
to ît, that it really had no right to expect anything 
more than it could gîve. Paul had only one grand- 
father whose portrait could possibly hâve been 
painted, Milly mîght hâve two if the truth were 
known. 

Mrs. Blunt, of course, had two grandfathers 
whose portraits had been paînted and possibly four 
great-grandf athers — that made six f amily portraits. 
With the grandmothers and great-grandmothers, 
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twelve. If Mrs. Blunt had marrîed her equal there 
would hâve been twelve more portraits, in ail twenty- 
four. Instead of whîch Paul had only the twelve: 
and ît was hîs father who boasted of those — not hîs 
mother. Mr, Norman, now, had twenty-four of his 
own; Lady Agnes twenty-four of her own, if they 
went back only so far as to great-grandparents. That 
made forty-eîght — forty-eight : that made a gal- 
lery. A portrait gallery! Money alone could n't do 
that — with truth and honesty. 

Mrs. Blent fell asleep with a smile on her lîps. 
She was thinking of a portrait gallery hung with 
forty-eight of Father's ancestors. It could not be 

— done — for the — money — But she dreamed of 
a gallery hung with old masters — known to us ail 

— portraits of Mr. Potts, the painter; Mr. Bun, the 
baker; Mr. Bung, the brewer; Mr. Chips, the car- 
penter; Mr. Block, the bau-ber. And none of them 
were at home. 

"Then will you gîve me — Mrs. Potts, the paint- 
er's wife? Thank you! And Miss Potts, the paint- 
er's daughter?" 

"Notât home." 

"Bother!" 

"Will you — give me — Mrs. Potts, the paint- 
er 's wife — and" — hère was the danger zone — 
"Milly, the Dons' daughter— " 



XXIX 

Mr. Blunt, Paul's father, in hîs lîbrary — asleep 

— reading. Through the open wîndow came the 
Sound of the mcwing-machine. Through the open 
wîndow the scent of the newly mown grass and other 
scents and other sounds belongîng to the country 

— thîngs we love. A peaceful world was Mr, 
Blunt's that moming, în whîch were no marrîages, 
no MîUys. A rîch man at rest — surrounded by 
things of beauty. The room — în whîch he read, 
sleepîng — was spacîous. On the walls hung beau- 
tîful portraîts. Not havîng ancestors of hîs own, he 
was not too proud to buy them from others who 
were too proud to sell — had they not been oblîged 
to do so. Over the mantelpîece was a Gaînsborough 

— the portraît of an ancestress of Mrs. Blunt. She 
had not been paîd for — except în Mrs. Blunt's 
nose — a trîfle too long — and therefore was doubly 
precîous. She smîled down upon the man her de- 
scendant had chosen to marry and would hâve 
crowned hîm wîth the wreath of flowers she held îf 
she could hâve made up her mînd — to do ît. A 
graceful îndecîsîon hers — exquîsîtely paînted. The 
blueness of her eyes had în no wîse faded. Paul's 
were as blue. It was very notîceable, too, the lîke- 
ness between them. 

Mrs. Blunt came înto the room, openîng the door 
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softly, and shuttîng ît softly. She peeped round the 
back of her husband's chair. ''He îs reading," she 
saîd to herself , and sat down very quietly, so as not 
to wake hîm. Then, tîring, she took the bellows 
from the place where they stood and blew very 
softly upon the back of hîs neck — there are other 
ways of waking those who sleep, none gentler. Sus- 
ceptible to draughts he stirred — awoke. "Ah, my 
dear," he said, ''thèse fellows know what they are 
writing about — " And he closed the monthly maga- 
zine he had been reading. 

"It takes brains to appreciate theirs," said Mrs, 
Blunt, 

"What is ît you want?" Mr. Blunt put out his 
hand. 

His wife took it and shook it, and told him he was 
absurd. There were several things she wanted. She 
began by asking for the least of thèse — a new 
cottage for the laundry-maids so that the old laun- 
dry-maid — now growing past her work — should — 
" Well, die where she has lived — it cornes to that.'* 

"She wants to do that ?" 

" Above ail things." 

"Todie?" 

"No, tolive.** 

"Well, well— " 

"I may ask Mr. Lane to make out the plans, 
then?" 

" Let me see them, first, before you ask him." And 
he held out his hand. A roU was produced from the 
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depths of an armchaîr. They were seen, studîed, 
and approved. 

'* You spoil me," saîd Mrs. Blunt, the plans rollîng 
up wîth a rattle. She expected to be spoilt, being 
unspoilable. 

"I îmagîne," said her husband, beîng now wîde 
awake, "this is but a begînnîng; am I rîght?" 

"The cottage hospîtal îs growîng too small," hîs 
wîfe admîtted. 

"I am sorry to hear that. It means îUness is în- 
creasîng." 

"No, ît does not. It îs the matemîty wîng I 
should like to add to. The mothers apprecîate ît so 
enormously." 

"Suppose we agrée; what next?" 

"Before you agrée I want you to understand 
about thèse babîes of mîne." 

" I understand ail about them. You want to make 
the mothers of to-day even less capable of brînging 
up their children than they already are." 

"No, I want to teach them." 

"Mothers in my day knew — by înstînct — how 
to brîng up theîr chîldren." 

"Instinct — is now not good enough — it is al- 
most — let us say — vulgar. It must be replaced 
by knowledge." 

" Very well — what next?" 

"For to-day, that is ail," said Mrs. Blunt, know- 
ing herself a coward. She saîled out of the room very 
much in the same manner that she had sailed out of 
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Mrs. Don's cottage, but then she had been brave. 
Now she hedged, telling herself she was perhaps 
not so much a coward as a wise woman. She had 
decîded her tactîcs were wrong — it was wiser at 
the moment to retreat. 

Down the téléphone she told Paul she had not 
yet spoken to his f ather. She was waîting an oppor- 
tunity. "Paul, are ypu there?" 

He was there. 

** You wîll leave it to me?" 

He would. 

The next momîng Mrs. Blunt came down to 
breakfast armed with a handful of letters, among 
them Paul's. She was excited, buoyant, confident. 
To manœuvre was to forewam. Yesterday Mr. 
Blunt had been prepared for somethîng. Now the 
position must be rushed. To înduce consent was to 
suggest opposition. '* I hâve had a letter from Paul,'* 
she said, and she busied herself about the coffee- 
pot and the tea-pot. 

"From Paul. Good!" said his f ather. "He is 
coming down, I hope." 

He is coming down if his engagements allow." 
Or I allow his engagement, eh?" 

"Youknow?" 
Yes, I know." 
What do you know?" 

"What is there to know?" 

"The Lamports lost their only son" — Mrs. 
Blunt shut her eyes — she could remember better 
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wîth eyes shut — "he was drowned — he had mar- 
ried, ît seems, a charmîng gîrl — she dîed, leaving a 
chîld — ît is to that child Paul îs engaged — the 
Lamports are cluu-ming." 

"What information hâve you that the Lamports 
havenot? Who discovered this grandchild? It'sno 
good, my dear; you did it very weU. I am relieved 
to find with what difficulty you lie — I hâve always 
known it was the thing you were least good at — to 
hâve found you better at it would hâve grieved me 
even more than to find Paul engaged. It was Frank- 
land's doing, I know, and she did it very well. It 
is quite possible Lamport has a grandchild of whose 
existence he is unaware. He has found himself 
possessed of two Sir Joshua Reynolds, and one 
Gainsborough, whîch he did n*t know he possessed. 
But Frankland is not so infallible as an art dealer 
— and perhaps not less honest. But it is Milly Don 
we hâve to accept and not Millicent Lamport — or 
anything like it." 

"And where did you hear?" 

' ' Agnes Norman told me — moreover , she showed 
me the girl." 

"You hâve seen her? '* 

" I saw her — she did n't see me." 

"And what did you think?" 

"She might easily be a Lamport: she cannot pos- 
sibly be a Don." 

"Then you approve?" 

"No, I disapprove — just as much as your peo- 
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pie dîsapproved of your marryîng me — but you 
marrîed me — " 

"Does that mean that you wîU consent?" 

"It means — that I leave ît to Paul — if he 
chooses to do what his mother before him dîd — he 
must." 

'* You hâve made me very happy." 

** In allowîng your son to marry a nobody — ît îs 
the îllegitîmacy that makes ît hard." 

"H2u-dest of ail for the chîld," saîd Mrs.Blunt, 
shuttîng her eyes agaîn, ''who îs not asked îf îtcan 
bear the burden — the chîld îs the least of ail people 
to blâme — îf the gîrl were mean or cruel — and 
jealous and small — " what was ît Joanna had saîd? 

— ** I should be sorry — there îs just thîs to be saîd, 
Mrs. Don knows nothîng about the chîld, so why 
should we suppose there îs anythîng agaînst her? She 
has trîumphed over ail her dîfficultîes, why should 
we be stumblîng-blocks în her way?" 

''Exactly! Why put Lamports în her path — " 

"Where dîd you see her?" 

"Agnes Norman took me to St. Paul's Cathedra! 

— the chîld was there — I watched her at her pray- 
ers — ît seemed indécent somehow or other. I only 
looked for a second. She îs very graceful — prays 
eamestly, and her haïr grows prettîly. Paul was 
kneelîng besîde her. I am not sure he was n't wor- 
shîppîng her. I won't go so far as to say he was, but 
she undoubtedly was worshîppîng the God of her 
fathers — I don't know that old Lamport owns to 

297 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE: 

one — how far that goes agaînst Frankland I don't 
know." 

*'My dear, you hâve always been one of the most 
delightful men I ever met." 
Whyow^? Whynottwo?'* 
There is Paul — you must not forget hîm." 
Mr. Blunt thought it very unlikely he should do 
that. 



il 



XXX 

In the great gallery at Lamport there hangs a 
portrait of Délia — wîfe of the third Baron Lam- 
port of Lamport. And the wife of that much dis- 
tracted and greatly loving man was a woman 
beautif ul enough to stir the hearts of more men than 
one — a véritable fairy of grâce and beauty — a be- 
îng bom to charm and delight, and Délia did what 
she was bom to do. And did ît well, enslaving ail she 
came across. Of which you may read in the diaries 
of those of her frîends and relatives who sought to 
put down în black and whîte the delîght of her and 
her manifold ways. It was no easy thing to do. No 
man succeeded so well în catching her charm as the 
man who painted her, for he had on hîs palette red 
and whîte, and rose madder, and blue, rich col- 
ours, for the mîxing; and delîcate tînts. Whereas the 
dîarists had but words. And no words could suggest 
the delicacy and subtlety of those shadows beneath 
her eyes that enhanced their brillîancy. No words 
express the tender mobîlity of the mouth, that smîled 
and was at the same time sweetly grave — în both 
ways most appealîng. The pîcture had been painted 
în the early days of her married lîfe. What sum of 
money had been paid the paînter is not known : but 
most assuredly he had painted for love. The tree 
under which Délia had stood to be painted is still 
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shown and belîeved, by some, to be the same tree. 
She was paînted în a muslin gown, her haïr bound by 
a blue ribbon. Another ribbon of blue encîrcled her 
waîst, both duU rivais în colour to her eyes. In her 
hands she held a wounded bird ; tenderly she caught 
ît to her breast. It was safe ; for that the smile. It 
had been hurt ; for that the grief and for that, too, 
the tears în her eyes. 

Joanna to Lamport for the day. Led there by 
Fate: borne there by steam: strong forces, both of 
them. She conveyed thîther four and fifty school- 
chîldren, most of them clean; a few pretty. But not 
one of them caring one jot for a beauty dead a hun- 
dred and fifty years sînce. But Joanna cared enor- 
mously. She could not tear herself away from the 
pîcture gallery, although out în the park a Round 
went merrily, provîded for the amusîng of the chîl- 
dren, and lemonade, too. Both of whîch thîngs 
would no doubt vastly hâve entertaîned Delîa. 

A lîttle gîrl pulled shyly at Joanna's skîrt. It was 
lovely outsîde; people were laughîng lîke anythîng. 
Lîsten ! 

''Don't you lîke the pîctures, Phœbe?" asked Jo- 
anna. 

" It's Mîlly Don," whîspered the chîld. MîUy had 
been a sîght œmmon enough în the vîUage. No need 
to go by traîn and wear a starched f rock and hâve 
your face scrubbed and soap în your eyes to see her. 
'* It 's only Mîlly," repeated the chîld. Valuable évi- 
dence thîs — very excîtîng to Joanna. She thought 

300 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

of nothîng else ail day, although she rode on the 
Merry-go-round. You can do that and thînk, îf the 
power of concentration be yours, and the action not 
too eccentric. 

The next day Joanna went up to London to see 
Elizabeth, and laid certain facts before her — and 
a proposai, too. Which proposai was that Milly 
should be got, by some means or other, — on some 
pretext or other, — to Lamport. She must be 
dressed in white muslin and a blue ribbon must bind 
her hair. Elizabeth nodded, seeing in that no great 
difficulty. Any one on a given day was allowed in to 
the picture gallery at Lamport. 

''But," said Joanna, "on a given day the family 
îs not there. See?" 

Elizabeth said it was just as easy to go on a wrong 
day and plead a stupid mistake and trust to luck. 

*'Luck?" asked Joanna, feeling in her pocket and 
clinking coins together. 

*' Well, you know!" said Elizabeth. "Then if any 
member of the family should chance to see Milly — 
and if there was any likeness — theirs the business to 
see it and say so." 

AU was arranged. Milly in muslin. A blue ribbon 
binding her hair. She felt a fool. But Elizabeth said, 
what matter that? 

Joanna, Elizabeth, and Milly went to Lamport. 
Elizabeth in the fond hope of being mistaken for an 
American — to whom ail thîngs are forgiven in sight- 
seeing. She dressed as an American woman she 
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knew dressed. Vowed to exhîbît a lîke intelligence ; 
swom to ask as many questions. Joanna, more 
or less in the background, was to take notes — to 
catch any expression there might be, of astonish- 
ment ; to seize any moment that might seem oppor- 
tune, for the prosecution of her idea. 

The bell at the door was seized and puUed by 
Elizabeth. The door was opened by as unresponsive 
a man as ever lived in a castle — as ever opened its 
door. Even Elizabeth was daunted. If she tipped, 
it might be Lamport hmiself she tipped: if she gave 
in, it might be to a butler she gave in. So she did 
what George Washington would hâve done in her 
place. She said she was from America, and with 
truth he might hâve said it. And having said it, he 
might still hâve remained an example for true speak- 
ing to ail people, of ail times ; but not Elizabeth. She 
had lied. However, a quick reward was hers. The 
door was swung back and in she walked, foUowed by 
Joanna, by Milly. 

It is possible Milly would hâve come upon the 
picture and seen herself as others saw her had not 
a little bird been flying about in the hall, distracted 
with fright — banging itself against the window, the 
ceiling! She must catch it and put it outside. She 
caught it, and quickly passing through the hall she 
found her way out into the garden — and there she 
stood for a moment, under the very tree, with the 
bird caught to her breast. 

Was there a Lamport to see? Not one! "My 
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kîngdom for a Lamport," cried Elîzabeth in her 
heart of hccirts. To the man she saîd, " Where is the 
family?" 

"The famîly îs not în résidence to-day." 

"But to-day îs not the day." 

" Yes, madam, to-day îs the day." 

"Whatday?" 

"The day on whîch Delîa, Lady Lamport, re- 
tums." 

" Retums?" asked Elîzabeth — her flesh creepîng. 
She looked at Mîlly. Had the man seen the lîke- 
ness? 

"She was fond of dancîng în lîfe, was my lady. 
Once a year she retums and dances în the gallery; 
she and her frîends." 

"You hâve seen her?" 

"The famîly does not întrude on thèse occasions; 
the house îs left to her ladyshîp." 

"Does no one see her? The servants?" 

"Her ladyshîp and her frîends requîre no refresh- 
ment. She dances. We do not dance — attendance 
upon her." 

"Do you see anythîng remarkable hère?" asked 
Elîzabeth, takîng Mîlly by the arm. 

"The hat îs wrong." 

"You see ît, then, the lîkeness?" 

"To the pîcture — ît's a favourite wîth ladies. 
There's never a fancy-dress bail în the neîghbour- 
hood but what my lady goes to ît — în counterfeît." 

"Oh," saîd Elîzabeth. She, Joanna, and Mîlly 
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were bowed out: desperately dîsappoînted, two of 
them. But perfectly determined that besîde thefn 
walked Délia Lamport. Shown her own likeness, she 
saw nothing. 

Can't you see ît, MîUy?" asked Joanna. 
See that it's like me?" asked Milly. "Why, no, 
I could never look like that. Is n't she lovely?" 

Milly was just as lovely. That was the maddening 
part of the whole thing. It had ail been perfectly 
stage-managed. Milly dressed the part to perfection, 
The bird even in her hands. Under the very same 
tree, and no Lamport. 

" It does n't alter the fact," saîd Elizabeth. "Paul 
Blunt is not marrying Milly Don — that is certain." 

"But he is marrying Milly Don. It seems to me 
Paul is the only one who is perfectly satisfied that 
she should be Milly Don. I don't know why we are 
worrying," said Joanna. 

"You are impossible, Joanna, my good woman! 
If you had your way there would be Dons, and noth- 
ing but Dons in the world." 

"There might be worse people," said Joanna. 
"We hâve done our best. We hâve failed. But 
Milly marries Paul, and that, after ail, is ail that 
matters." 

I wish I knew," saîd Elizabeth. 
But I do know," said Joanna. 
What do you know?" 

"That Milly is undoubtedly the Lamports' grand- 
chUd." 

304 



n 



IMPOSSIBLE PEOPLE 

''Youknowthat?" 

"Of course." 

''But that's ail we want to prove." 

**Butwecan't." 

''Whynot?" 

*'Because they say they never had one." 

''But—" 

"There îs no but — " 

"Can't we make them see?" 

"That they had? It would be a dangerous préc- 
èdent." 

"How?" 

"Supposîng we ail had grandchildren thrust upon 
us în our old âge? " 

"But we could n't îf we had n't any." 

"That 's what the Lamports say." 

"But they are impossible." 

"We are ail that. I should love to hâve grand- 
children thrust upon me." 

It had been a hot day, and Elizabeth was cross. 
Joanna annoyed her, and Milly was only anxious to 
get back to Paul. 

Milly did not get back to Paul; Elizabeth grew 
crosser, and Joanna more and more annoying. And 
ail because the last train had gone when the three 
women walked into the station. Is there anything 
more deserted than a country railway station after 
the last train has gone through? Anything more 
maddening than the thought of a guard at peace, 
smoking a pipe, and a porter at work digging pota- 
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toes? It was ridiculous that it should hâve been 
the last train, said Elizabeth. But she had no say 
in the matter. The station was built for Lamports, 
not for Elizabeth. The train ran for Lamports, not 
for Elizabeth. Elizabeth was not nearly grand 
enough to hâve a railway station ail to herself — 
a branch line ail to herself. She was ready to give 
any one a pièce of her mind. There was no one to 
take it. ** We must go to the inn then," she said. 

They went to the inn. There they hardly gained 
admittance. Elizabeth had to do the American ail 
over again — and handsomely, and when she had 
done it the innkeeper admitted that the rooms were 
empty and His Lordship away. So Joanna, Eliza- 
beth, and Milly took the rooms. They were oak- 
panelled: at night dimly mysterious and ghostly. 
Elizabeth did not sleep. She lay awake thinking. 
Among other things of Lamport and of Délia dancing 
in the great gallery. Why should n't she see Délia 
dance? She was not of the family, therefore îts 
honour was not hers. In a moment she was out of 
bed, dressing. In a few moments she was dressed : 
there was her prayer-book — she must take that. 
She had left it in London. Bother ! It made it very 
awkward. She had Sunday Zoo tickets — in London, 
too. She peeped into Milly 's room as she passed. It 
was ail quiet. Milly was in bed. Joanna she did not 
disturb. It would be like Jo2uina to be praying at 
the open window. She prayed anywhere. Even in 
Piccadilly she said she could, if she wanted to. There 
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was need for ît. Joanna's wîndow mercîfully dîd not 
look upon the road Elizabeth would take. Joanna 
had chosen the room that looked the other way — 
over the orchard, through which rsin a stream. 

Down the stairs crept Elizabeth. She opened the 
door easily — the great boit was a velvety bulrush, 
what a good idea! — so easily replaced, when broken. 
She stepped out into the silvered night. It was 
delicious. Daylight almost — with a mysterious- 
ness that daylight holds not. Lamport by moon- 
light! Tip-toed Elizabeth down the road. The 
poplars laughed as she passed, shaking their sil- 
ver leaves at her. The aspens danced — everything 
danced. Even the shadows dëinced out of her way. 
The stars winked at her. No wonder on such a night 
as this danced Délia. Elizabeth could dsince herself , 
given half a chsince. She would take it, why not? 
She took off her skirt and laid it silver-bound in the 
road — then put it on again. She decided she had 
not time, and besides, the harebells were ringing out 
of time. The tune was ail right if only they would 
keep together — they lacked colour and cohérence. 
She reached the gâtes of Lamport ; through them she 
stole, and so quickly did she run that in a few mo- 
ments she reached the house. It lay like a soft pink 
pearl in a silver casket. Over the silvered-green 
grass she crept — leaving dark tracks behind her — 
right up to the Windows of the great gallery, and 
peering through the window she saw Délia dancing. 
Elizabeth tumed and kissed a magnolia who stood 
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watchîng besîde her. The magnolia saîd, "Thank 
you," so nicely. It had never been kîssed before. 

AU silver was Délia — bathed in silver — ît ran 
f rom her feet as she danced — it rsin f rom her fingers, 
from her hair. Elizabeth drew in her breath and 
gazed. It was Milly who dsinced, not Délia, and 
with her danced a young man — in satin coat •^- 
silver and pearl, and embroidered waistcoat, dia- 
mond and rose. His arm was round her, and to- 
gether they floated — floated was the only word 
that described the exquisiteness of their movement. 
Elizabeth tumed in an ecstasy to find at her side 
the man who, earlier in the day, had opened to her 
the door of Lamport. Butler or no butler — she 
took his hand and placed within it a large silver 
pièce — it dripped silver like everything else. She 
closed his hand, then hers on his. The dripping silver 
he caught in his hat — which he held in his other 
hand — butler or no butler, Lamport or no Lamport, 
she stood with him so — hand in hand — and to- 
gether they watched Milly — Délia — dsuice. Then 
Elizabeth laying her head on this man's shoulder 
murmured, "She is your grandchild, say she is." 

"Indeed, she is — ours and no other's," he an- 
swered. 

" You see the likeness?" 

** I see the likeness — as no other shall ever see it." 

"Then it is Délia who marries Paul?" — Eliza- 
beth triumphed. 

"Chapter and verse, please — and the epistle!" 



XXXI 

Back to London the next momîng went Elîzabeth, 
Jo2uina, and MîUy — Elîzabeth saying nothîng of her 
adventure — thînkîng she must hâve dreamed. If it 
had n't been for the rnsui — butler or Lamport — 
she would hâve trîed to belîeve it true — no dream; 
ît had been so delîcîous. Any one seeing Milly dance 
as she had seen her — even if it were a dream — 
would hâve known her to be Délia. 

No one could say Joanna and Elizabeth and 
Franklgmd had not done their best to establish the 
child's daim. Mrs. Blunt doubted that any three 
women could hâve done more, with the material 
they had. When Frankland talked to herself , which 
beîng old she did, she called Milly, ''Miss Lamport, 
daughter of the Honourable Ralph Lamport, who 
was drowned at sea, and grand-daughter of Lord 
Lamport. And just like the family, too. No getting 
out of it!" 

But they did get out of it. And no one could 
blâme them. They knew their son had never had a 
child. So how could they be convinced? Why should 
they be? 

Mrs. Don did n't mind one way or the other. The 
child was the same to her as ever — she had always 
been a kind of a stranger — being in her ways so 
superior — but affectionate always. Widow Waysey 
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had lots to talk about and that kept her amused. 
Useful, too, she was wîth her good memory. Wel- 
come was any one to take from its store what they 
would. Stored in ît — quite safe — never forgotten 
— never till now remembered — was the fact that 
Mrs. Don had saîd quîte dîstînctly that the name 
of Milly's mother had been — no, the name Milly's 
mother had given the child was — Amelia! Dîd n't 
Mrs. Don remember that! She must; why, ît was as 
clear as if she had saîd ît yesterday. Wîdow Waysey 
urged Mrs. Don to make the effort. Corne to thînk 
of ît, Mrs. Don dîd remember. That was why she 
had called the chîld MîUy — short for Amelîa. Of 
course, as soon as Joanna heard that, she wrote ît 
to Elîzabeth, and Elîzabeth wrote back and saîd ît 
was conclusîve proof. The name had not been 
Amelîa, but Delîa. And ail thîs f uss and excîtement 
over a thîng that dîd not în the least conœm Paul. 
It was MîUy he wanted to marry. 

Hope wanted to marry Paul. How much she 
wanted ît she had not realîsed untîl she saw MîUy's 
happîness. MîUy rose trîumphsmt over ail dîfficul- 
tîes. Her beauty carrîed her everjnvhere. Her sîm- 
plîcîty won through, and Hope was left out. It was 
that she could not bear. She had a stormy Interview 
wîth Paul. Manners would hâve saîd she had n't ît in 
her to storm. But she had. She gained nothing and 
lost everything she had wanted to gain. From Paul 
she went straîght to Manners, to his room. That 
she should come there dîd not in the least disconcert 
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hîm. The bed made înto a sofa — the washîng- 
stand into a sideboard, and îf they had not he would 
not hâve minded. There was always tea for two and 
enough to eat for one at least. But Hope had corne 
neîther to eat nor to drink, but to marry and that 
quickly. Hère was copy wîth a vengeance! Even 
the money for the spécial licence was in her purse. 
He had promîsed — she reminded him — if ever she 
wanted a home that he would give it her. She must 
be married before Milly. She did not say that. She 
said she must be married — just that! 

"My dear child," said Manners; "I said I would 
marry you — if I remember rightly — for copy — 
and I still will ^-- but it will be for copy — is that 
enough? Is it good enough?" 

It was good enough. She did not ask for more. 
She had asked more of Paul. He had refused to 
give it to her. 

'*It mîght be useful," mused Manners. 

Hè had written stiffly, unnaturally — too hope- 
fuUy — of married life — not in the least under- 
stamding it. On eight hundred a year he had given a 
couple — in a short story — a flat in Mayfair — a 
Rolls-Royce and a villa on the Riviera. It was quite 
possible he overrated the possibilities of life on two 
hundred a year. Hope would put him right there. 

"I had imagined marriage rather a wonderful 
thing," he said, — "an overwhelming expérience — 
and I imagine it might still be that — if you loved 
me — or if I — loved you, just a little more than I 
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do. It would, perhaps, not take much to make that 
lîttle more — if you were a lîttle différent — if you 
were more like Jomammy, for instance." 

*' I am sick of Jomammy," said Hope. 

'*Ah," said Manners. "That is perhaps what I 
mean — if you were more like Jomammy and I were 
more like" — he took a cigarette from his pocket 
and lit it ; he blew out the match, watched it smoking 
— "let 's say — Paul Blunt." He sprgmg to his feet 
and stood before Hope — daring her to say she did 
not wish him more like Paul. 

"Hope," — he caught her by the wrists, — 
"Hope — swear by whatever God you acknowledge 
to be God — anything you believe to be bigger than 
yourself — that you do not love Paul Blunt. If you 
do not love him and you want some one to take 
care of you, I will take care of you — but it will be 
a hard life. There 's my mother — I hâve always 
taken care of her — I C2m work — I am strong — 
but Tm a hopeless rotter — I hâve n't even the 
imagination to write truthf uUy of a woman propos- 
îng to a man. I should hâve brought into the scène 
strength and virility. You, the womsui, I should 
hâve made a pathetic figure — beautiful in your 
distress. Your hands would, at least, hâve been 
clenched — your jaw set. You would hâve breathed 
deeply — passion would havedistorted your features. 
Your hair would hâve come down — would hâve 
been bound to come down — unbound, I mean — to 
^me down. The silence would hâve been tense. I 
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should hâve paced up and down the room — and, 
havîng paced once, — I should pace agaîn. (So 
much per thousand words.) Havîng saîd ail there 
was to say, I should hâve saîd ît ail over agaîn. You 
would hâve sunk sobbing înto a chaîr. PitîfuUy your 
hands would hâve shot out. They would grow 
thînner and thînner every moment, the bangles upon 
your wrîsts would be pathetîc în theîr looseness — a 
looseness I should never hâve notîced before. Those 
wrîsts I should hâve wrung. Is that the expression? 
I should hâve left bruîses on your whîte flesh 
wherever I touched you — purple bruîses. You 
would hâve cried — sayîng, ' Be mercîf ul — be good 
— Willîng, you lîttle know' — and I, takîng your 
tîred head în my weary arms, would hâve promîsed 
anythîng — and you, raîsing your head, would hâve 
looked înto my eyes and saîd: *No, WîUîng or not 
WîUîng, I wîU not accept thîs' — and you would 
hâve gîven me back what wîthout thought you had 
asked of me, and the day would hâve come (so much 
per thousand words) when you would hâve lîved to 
thank me for what I had gîven you back — what 
you had gîven me back — " 

" You saîd you would," saîd Hope. 

"Then Tm hanged if I don't!" 

And he dîd. They were married on the same day 
as were marrîed Paul and MîUy. Joanna went to 
Mîlly's weddîng because she knew nothîng of 
Hope's. For the same reason John ' marrîed ' Mîlly. 
He knew nothîng of a service, badly read by an în- 
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différent curate, whîch married Hope and WîUîng 
just as effectually as the words spoken in hîs golden 
voîœ bound MîUy and Paul. And Paul married 
Milly because body and soûl he loved her: and 
Willîng married Hope — for îuiother reason — copy 
îf you lîke. 

Hope wrote a letter to Mrs. Blent tellîng her of 
the marriage, and Mrs. Blent was sîttîng în her 
boudoir when she received it. 

She was just back from the wedding of Paul and 
Milly. They had been married from the Blunts' 
house. ''It's a funny world," thought Mrs. Blent; 
** Milly married from the bridegroom's house — and 
Hope married — from no house at ail. Dear, dear, 
Hope married ! And I was at Paul's wedding ail the 
time! And Hope had no trousseau, and is married 
to that funny Mr. Manners — such a strange young 
man — and she asks for an allow2uice. Really, she 
belongs to the Templars more thaxi to us. I never 
felt she was quite like a daughter. It was like being 
mother to a statue — almost. How beautiful Milly 
had looked. Not in the least like a statue. Any one 
would hâve thought she was a lady. Paul might 
hâve done better. But this Lamport story had 
caught fire, as it were. People seemed to like it. 
There was that diamond hair omament — anony- 
mous. I wonder who sent it. Poor Hope, no dia- 
monds! You can't expect them if you are married 
on the quiet." 

Mrs. Blent was still flushed. The house had been 
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hot. There had been Cabînet Mînîsters among the 
guests. The thought, therefore, of Mrs. Don in 
the background had been very dîsturbing (to Mrs. 
Blent). Milly should hâve left Mrs. Don in the 
background, grateful to her for showing such good 
sensé and feelîng. In the church she had watched — 
and perhaps prayed — from the gallery. And in the 
house she would hâve stayed on the staircase, but 
Milly had ferreted her out and had introduced her 
to a Cabinet Minister. "MercifuIIy not a Con- 
servative," thought Mrs. Blent. '* Being a Radical, 
it was possible he had himself at one time been very 
much as Mrs. Don was — or his mother had. It 
would n't hâve mattered at ail if Mrs. Don had n't 
told him his coUar had been ' ironed dry.' Poor Paul 
must hâve felt that." As Mrs. Blent was think- 
îng on thèse things, the door opened 2Uid round it 
peeped Hammy. 

" What is it, Hammy? I hâve n't any cake hère." 

Slowly Hammy walked towards his mother. Then, 
rushing the last few steps, he threw himself into her 
arms. "Whatever is it, Hammy?" she asked. Her 
frock would spot — certain to, being soft satin. 
She tried to raise him, but he clung to her. " What is 
it, child?" 

"She 's gone — she 's gone — there 's nothîng in 
the wardrobe." 

'*Who, Hammy?" 

"Hope — she said she loved me the best in the 
world — I want her." 
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* * You want Hope ? But you dîd n' t hâve her long. ** 

"That's why — she tucked me up — she likes 
Cousin Paul — they sat on my bed — and we had 
such fun." 

That nîght Mrs. Blent saîd to Mr. Blent: "Hope 
marrîed to that msui! I was surprîsed to get her 
letter when I got back from Paul's weddîng." 

"So you hâve already saîd a hundred tîmes thîs 
evenîng." 

" Yes, but she was in love wîth Paul. That 's the 
funny part of ît." 

*' I can't gîve her more than two hundred a year, 
so don't ask me." 

It's very gênerons, dear," saîd Mrs. Blent — 

Tm sure ît îs — considerîng." And Mrs. Blent 
slept — în tîme. Mr. Blent at once. He had noth- 
ing on hîs conscîence. Hope had shrunk from hîm 
to the last. 

Hammy tossed from sîde to sîde, and he crîed în 
hîs sleep, when he dîd sleep, and he had breakfast 
in bed next moming for a very great treat, and it 
was n't one, because Hope had gone when she had 
promised not to. 

"Be a good boy," saîd Nannie, ''and we wîll go 
to Maskelyne and Cook's." 

"They're not sisters," saîd Hammy. 

And Nannie dîd n't say they were. ''More likely 
to be brothers," she saîd cheerfully. 

''No, they're not," saîd Hammy, refusing to be 
comforted. 
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*'Well, great frîends, dear," saîd Nannîe. She 
had not cared much for Mîss Hope. Children were 
funny with theîr likes and dislikes. 

** Will Hope like beîng marrîed, Nannîe?" 

"She won't like anythîng much for long, I should 
say, what wîth her chopping and changing of par- 
ents, every two minutes." 

''Then, will she go away, just like she did when 
she told me she would n*t?" 
I should n*t be surprised." 
Tell me, Nannie — ail the thîngs in the world 
that would surprise you?" 

In one moment Nannie's arms were round Ham- 
my, and they were, indeed, wonderful, the things 
that would surprise Nannie — things no mortal eye 
had ever seen. There was no one in the wide world 
who would n't be surprised at them. Hammy looked 
up, smiling at Nîumie, then his eyes closed and he 
was asleep. 

"Did she take him away from his Nannie?" she 
crooned over the child. "Did she?" 

If she did he was Nannie 's again — and surely 
she had the better right to him. 



XXXII 

JoANNA could find out nothing about Hope and 
Willing. She went to Willing's room. It was 'To 
let/ with its folding bedstead and its washing-stand 
dîsguîsed. Of hîs mother Jo2Uina knew nothing. A 
woman who had been Willing' s neîghbour spoke well 
of him — that she did ; but she knew nothing of hîs 
relations, exœpt with her, and most quiet and neigh- 
bourly they had been — always. She added that 
Mr. Manners was a real gentleman — money was n't 
everything. 

"Not everything," murmured Joanna. 

"Not by a long way," said the woman, looking 
Joanna up and down. She evidently thought she 
was saying the tactful thing. " Not by a long way ! '* 
she repeated. Even if she looked Joanna up and 
down f rom head to foot — twice over — it was n't 
a very long way. 

Joanna then went to Maud Chandier's flat. It 
was let. Miss Chandler had gone to Australia — to 
abrother. ''Atleast she said so.*' A charwoman she 
was who added that. She took a fancy to Joanna 
at once, so there was no stiffness between them 2md 
no secrets. Then Joanna — after thanking the char- 
woman and saying the attraction was mutual — 
bent her steps towards the B lents' house. She 
dreaded going there. To the home Hope had chosen 
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in préférence to Up and Down. Joanna thought of 
the purpling woods of Up and Down, of its green 
slopes — its bewitching by-ways — and wondered 
that Hope should hâve chosen this. Between Hope 
and Joanna the Blents had builded a high wall. Jo- 
anna was too small to look over ît and had not the 
strength to clîmb it. Hope had failed her, just as 
she, perhaps, had failed Hope. She felt shy of forc- 
ing herself upon her, yet she longed to hear she was 
happy. As she stood at the door of the Blents' house, 
the door was flung open 2uid out came a little boy. 

He stopped on seeîng Joanna 2ind saîd: *'0h, I 
say — hâve you rung? " 

Joanna knew it must be Hammy, so she said: 

C2U1 you tell me where Hope is?" 

I don't know — she 's gone — none of us know 
— ît 's no good askîng Aim," jerking his head towards 
the butler, and he rsm down the steps. 

"Poor Hope," thought Joanna; "even Hammy 
had failed her." 

As Joanna went into the hall the statues struck 
her as offering a cold welcome — some of them 
tumed their backs on her. Others held out to her 
crowns — others wreaths; and she refused them ail 
saying in her absent-minded way, " No, thank you ! " 
At the top of the stairs stood Venus, crowned wîth 
electrîc lamps, just as Willing had described her. 
Joanna was shown into a room where every arm- 
chaîr, every sofa, was tîghtly upholstered in blue 
satin. Magnificent pink pelargoniums were carried 
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in the arms of Psychés and impeded the footsteps 
of Mercury. The scheme of colour had been Mrs. 
Blent's happiest inspiration. The sofa cushions 
were tied up with blue satin bows and pink satin 
bows. It ail looked very pink and clesin — like Hope. 
Very new — like the B lents. 

Joanna stood in the middle of the room. In a long 
mirror between two Windows she saw herself reflected. 
She had no business out of Up and Down. There she 
was known and excused. Hère she was impossible. 

The door opened and in came Mrs. Blent. She 
was upholstered very much as were the chairs and 
sofas. She looked, if anything, more uncomfortable 
than they did. 

''Mrs. Tem-per-ler, you?" she said, holding out 
her hands. 

''Where is Hope?" asked Joanna in her quick, 
shy way. 

Mrs. Blent raised her eyebrows, her shoulders, her 
hands, as much as to say, what had she to do with 
Hope? 

''She was really more yours than ours, Mrs. 
Templar. I am sure you must hâve felt that — I am 
sure we did, after ail you did for her. The money 
you must hâve spent on her ^ — sparing nothing — 
and what has she done in retum?" 

"Married a man she is fond of, I hope." 

"Is she fond of any one?" asked Mrs. Blent. 

"I think," said Joanna, "we must ail feel a con- 
sidérable amount of responsibility — if she is not." 
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"I*m sure ît's very good bf you to feel that after 
the way — after the curious way she has tieated you." 

"No, no/' saîd Joaiina, patting the smooth sofa, 
as she mîght hâve patted a horse or a dog. ''Good- 
ness does n't corne into it, does it? It is hardly good 
bf us to love — good for us, certaînly ît îs. We lovfed 
Hope — less, perhaps, than you did." 
^,/**0h — I wouldn't say that," saîd Mrs. Blent. 
"Strictly speakîng, I can't say my husband dîd love 
her — she was so distant. If she had n't been he 
would hâve made her a larger allowance: he could 
afford to — " Thîs was saîd wîth some pride: even 
now Mrs. Blent sought to împress Joanna. 

''Made allowanœs for her?" asked Joanna. 

"No — made her an allowance — You don't 
suppose Manners married her for nothîng?" 

Joanna was dîstressed. She always forgot money. 

i' " Well, well," saîd Mrs. Blent, "perhaps he dîd — 

but after her marriage she wrote for an allowance." 

"From what address?" asked Joanna. 

"Oh — let me thînk — she gave an address — the 
banker, I thînk — I *m not sure. My husband saîd, 
*Two hundred pounds — not more.' Of course, ît's 
dreadfuUy lîttle — not to you, perhaps, — but to us. 
It's her own fault." 

"Poor, poor Hope," saîd Joanna; "ît seems to me 
now she had so lîttle chance — we faîled her." 

"Why dîd you send her to school?" 

"Because I was so often told I was Impossible. I 
wanted to do the best for the child. I dîd n't want 
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her to be brought up by impossible people, We never 
satisfîed her — " 

**Why imix)ssible? YouVe gpt more out of life 
than I ever did. Who says they love me? My own 
children? Never. My friends? Never. They laugh 
at me, those above me, for being beneath them. 
Those beneath me for thinking myself above them. 
You failed with Hope because she was my diild — 
and like me. Did you fail with Milly? With the 
Normans? With Jenny Don? With any one — 
never! When I go out of this worl4> who will be the 
worse for it? No one!" 

"Don't say that," said Joanna, layîng her hand 
on Mrs. Blent's. "If you lived in the country — 
gardened and kept goats and — " 

"Oh, those goats! — I don't care for them. Hope 
did n't either." 

" Well, something else, then; anything young axid 
helpless." 

"Goats are most destructive," said Mrs. Blent, 
playing with the wing on the foot of a bronze 
Mercury. 

" Yes, they are ail young once." 

" I don't care for animais — or, for the matter of 
that — for chîldi:en." 

"I see," said Joanna. She paused, looked at Mrs. 
Blent for a second, and said: "There is so little else 
in the world — is there?" 

She went, and Mrs. Blent waited till she had gone 
and then burst into tears. 
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John was very dîsappoînted when Joanna came 
back wîthout bringing news of Hope. He wanted 
to see her — wanted so much to see her. He was 
sîttîng out in the garden. He looked very fraîl; 
even after the séparation of a day Joanna noticed a 
change. 

"There were things I wîshed to say to her. She 
was not what your chîld would hâve been, Joanna." 

"Nor what yours must hâve been." 

*'She didn't laugh enough, did she? She never 
told a story agaînst herself . In that she was cer- 
taînly the Blents' child. But she was a dear child — 
a very dear child — a very — clean child." 

That nîght John was worse. By momîng he 
scarcely knew Joanna — she was a loved présence — 
some one who was always there. For that the light 
in his face. Joanna thought it was another présence, 
not hers. Martha disagreed. Mrs. Templar had 
always corne first with Mr. Templar. When John 
spoke he asked for Hope. Martha said Mrs. Paul 
Blunt had arrived last night at the Park. Would she 
do? She mîght! Joanna, thinking she mîght, sent 
for her. She came. 

Joanna caught her in her arms. " You beautiful 
— happy child," she exclaimed. "He is very ill — 
he wants to see Hope. We cannot find her. It is 
possible, if he saw you, he might think it was Hope. 
It is only to make him happy — to set his mind at 
rest. If he sees you — something yoimg — Do you 
mind?" 
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"Mînd?" saîd MîUy; "of course not — but what 
would — she do — îf she saw hîm?" 

That was a dîfficulty. Joanna dîd not know, She 
took MîUy to the room and opened the door. John 
lay în bed — sleepîng, it seemed. Gently Joanna 
went to the bed, foUowed by Milly. 

" Kneel," saîd Joanna. 

Milly kneh, "What would she do?" shewhîspered. 

John stîrred, openîng half-seeîng eyes — eyes that 
saw nothîng so clearly as visions to which others are 
blind. He had always seen them. He put out hîs 
hand and laid ît on Milly's bowed head, "My child 
— bless you — forgive me — my want of under- 
standîng." 

MîUy slîpped her arms round hîm, as Hope would 
never hâve done. ** Forgive me," she murmured. 
Say 'Daddy John,'" whispered Joanna. 
Daddy John — you were always so wonderful — 
to me." 

**So wonder-ful," murmured John. Then, lookîng^ 
at Joanna, he repeated, "Wonderful — it's so won- 
derful — wonderful — hope, faith, but the greatest 
of thèse — " 

Milly drew her arms away and left John and 
Joanna together. 

And so John Templar passed over înto another 
world as quietly as he had lived in a world that to 
him had always been so wonderful. It had con- 
tained every possible beauty — and Joanna. 
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Toanna was left to face a strange world out of 
which much of the wonder had gone. But not ail. 
It was a new country, that was alL The glory was 
to the discoverer, 

She and John had walked so long sîde by sîde: 
but there was no reason to grieve. He had gone on, 
that was ail. He had often done ît în Up and Down, 
and when he had found the way, he had tumed and 
waved to her to corne on. The path was ail rîght! 
He must hâve left footmarks to guide her now. She 
would foUow în those steps. So when Lady Agnes 
wrote and saîd she would corne when dear Mrs. 
Templar felt able to see her, Joanna put on her hat 
and walked up to see Lady Agnes. And found her 
shy — for once în her life and constraîned and a 
little awkward. Joanna looked just the same — as 
usual. So Lady Agnes told her husband later, and 
he nodded as much as to say he knew what Joanna 
had looked like. 

"She talked about hîm, I suppose?" he asked. ' 

"Talked about him? She talked of nothîng else. 
What îs it?" 

'*That makes her what she is? A sensé of hu- 
mour, I believe." 

"When her husband has just dîed?" 

"Even then. A sensé of humour îs, after ail, a 
sensé of proportion, îs n't it?" 

"She saîd," saîd Lady Agnes thoughtfuUy, "that 
John had only reached the goal for which he had 
been making ail his life. He had come to the door, 
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through whîch we must ail pass. It 's ail very well, 
my dear, but îf you die I shall bear it abominably 
and make every one else misérable. As to a sensé of 
proportion, you are bîgger than anything in my life 
— and my life is bîgger than anything in the world." 

Such a confession of faith f rom hîs wîf e was a little 
overwhelming to Humphrey Norman. "Dear old 
thing/' he said, patting the sleek head of his black 
spaniel — and Lady Agnes laughed. How would 
Joanna hâve taken that? How big was it? How 
small? In proportion what was she to the black 
spaniel in the affection of her husband? 

For a whole day Joanna influenced her. She 
walked cautiously, thought kindly, and dreamed 
noble things of a door ajar. At the end of the day 
she banged the door to — and shook it to see that it 
was really tight shut. She could not face the night 
with that door even half open. She could not sleep 
if there was even a gleam of light. 

When she went to John's funeral, she cried far 
more than Joanna cried. Again the sensé of propor- 
tion must hâve been Joanna's. The question arose 
of Joanna leaving the vicarage. Mr. Norman begged 
her to stay. He would find another home for the 
new Vicar. Joanna hesitated. 

** As a matter of fact," said Mr. Norman, " I doubt 
that the new man would live in it — it 's so incon- 
vénient." \ 

Joanna said she would love to stay. 



XXXIII 

JOANNA got a letter one day from Paul. The 
swallows were building within sight of the dining- 
room window. She had been thinking of Milly. 
Hère was news of her. 

" It 's Africky/' said the postman, handing her the 
letter. " Queer place to write from — black post- 
men," he supposed — 

Joanna opened the letter and read : — 

My dear Mrs. Templar, — I can say what I like to 
you, and what I like to say to you I could hardly say to 
any one else in the world — not even to my dear mother, 
because in the best of mothers there is just the smallest 
feeling of jealousy, a jealousy that is bom of love. I wish 
you could see Milly. The wild flower is growing into a 
very wonderf ul flower — it could hardly be more beau- 
tif ul than it was — but besides beauty it has now an in- 
describable charm — a fragrance of mind. I feel entirely 
unworthy to hâve so beautiful a thîng in my keepîng. It 
îs a great responsibîlity. Her mind îs as délicate as 
the finest instrument. It responds to every touch. She 
"studies" (old Proser's word) hard. To see her sittîng 
on an uptimied bucket reading Plato would soften the 
heart of the Inland Revenue Office. She has a book for 
every mood and for the frogs, Aristophanes. She sîngs 
to the birds just as they sing to her, and whîspers to the 
trees. I sometîmes wonder what London will think of 
her. At présent she thinks very little of London. She is 
a wonderful companion. Her sympathy is extraordinary 
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and her îudgment sound. We often talk of you by star- 
light. She says starlight suits you. She adores black 
babies, and is very anxious to adopt one and bring it 
home to you. I shall not give you our address for fear you 
should cable "Do." She goes about with her hair down 
and looks about twelve. I wish you could see her. I said 
that before. I hâve nothing else to say. I want the whole 
world to see her and yet I want to keep her to myself. 
In a year's time we shall be back in Up and Down, 
where, of course, we shall find you? OJ course you are 
staying on? 

Joanna stayed on. The house had been repainted 
and repapered. To some of the top wîndows had 
been added bars. It was said she was going to adopt 
babies. The village hummed with the rumour. 

"She could n't be happy without doin* somethîng 
queer," said Wîdow Waysey. 

Elizabeth in London heard of it and wrote to say 
she hoped it was n't true. 

"Why?" wrote back Joanna. 

Elizabeth wrote again to say she had met Hope în 
Manchester — at the railway station — by chance. 
She was much thinner. She said she was going 
to Write to Joanna. So Joanna waited for Hôpe's 
letter. It came. She read it. At first with dîfficulty. 
The Word 'Jomammy' was blurred. "What must 
you think of me, Jomammy?" That was difficulté 
easy enough the rest. 

Well, hère we are. Willîng is working for a firm of 
dectrlcians. It's quite a good business and he's getting 
en w«ll. It is extraordinary how the business has gone 
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up since he went into it. He sells more lamps, and per^ 
suades more people to hâve more fittings than any one 
young man ever did before. He îs quite as mad as ever 
he was. He went to a big house the other day and was 
alone wîth the "lady" of the house in her bedroom. He 
had just persuaded her, he says, to hâve the fioor lighted, 
so that she could see to pick up pîns at night — when, 
for copy, he tumed the key în the door. To hîs horror 
the leading lady jumped out of the window, Merdfully 
ît was only two feet from the ground, but she alîghted on 
a sack of soot — such a thing to land on (they were go- 
îng to put the soot on the lawn). Willing divâl after her 
and hastily explained the situation. It tumed out that 
the leading lady writes novels, too, and she and he are 
now coUaborating. Otherwise Willing would hâve got 
the sack. Jomanuny — Jomanuny, I never knew about 
Daddy John. I am not worthy to be called his child. 

HOPE. 

P.S. Willing's mother is dead. It makes us better off, 
He îs very eut up. 

Needless to say, Jomammy was off to Manchester 
the next day. But Manchester knew not Willing. 
So she came back to Up and Down, very tired and 
very disheartened. She put a Delft mug on the 
window-sill in one of those rooms whose Windows 
were barred, and into it in spring she put wall- 
flowers, daffodils, tulips, and forget-me-nots; in 
summer, roses; in autunm, red leaves and berries 
from the hedges and woods of Up and Down; at 
Christmas — any child would guess what. On the 
sill, too, looking out of the window, watching, she put 
a goUy-wog and a Teddy Bear: and for the look of 
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the thing — a real wax dolL In the room îtself — 
well, any chîld would know straight off what things 
go to the makîng of a proper nursery, and Joanna's 
was that. In her empty, window-barred nursery 
she waîted some years for Hope's children; and in 
the room where there should hâve been children 
she came — in tîme — to pray for the mothers of 
a whole world» in their désolation. 



In the summer of Nineteen Fifteen she went to 
London one day to attend a meeting — a little wo- 
man in mouming, with big grey eyes — just as she 
had been at the meeting years before when she had 
adopted Hope. Mrs. Blent was at the meeting, too, 
just as she had been at the other. The coïncidence 
struck Mrs. Blent, and her hand closed on a full 
purse. There was that différence — a bîg one. She 
could afford to pay now. Even for so big a thing as 
the war — so she thought — not realising the cost. 
Every one was paying — some in easierways than 
others. Her way was the easier way. She wondered 
what Mrs. Templar had come to the meeting for. 
* Among the company of women assembled there, 
Joanna must hâve seemed very insignificant. Many 
may hâve wondered why she was there. A hand- 
some woman, twice the sîze of Joanna, read out 
reports and détails of cases. 

"Before readîng the partîculars," she saîd, "of 
this case — I should like to read part of a letter I 
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hâve receîved that bears on the — case I would bring 
to your — notice, It îs urgent — the case. The 
letter begîns, as so many from France begin, with 
touchîng assurances — from lovîng hearts, of the 
last services rendered — to those whose loved ones 
were not there to render — those services with their 
own hands." 

Joanna listened to the charming voice — a mem- 
ory sînging in her heart. The case ! She wanted to 
hear détails of the case. 

"The letter goes on: — *He died a gallant death. 
Any one who loved hîm would hâve been proud of 
him if they had seen how bravely he bore his suffer- 
ings. He would not talk about himself . The colonel 
came to congratulate him, but by that time the end 
was very near, When the colonel said somethîng 
about how splendidly he had donc, he just opened 
his eyes and said, "Coppy." I tell you this because 
he had once or twice before — in delirium — used 
the same word, and we think it was perhaps the 
name of a child.' " 

Joanna knew — her arms slîpped out before her 
on the polished table, her hands were clasped. For 
copy, Maud Chandler had said, he would marry, 
hâve chîldren — and die, 

"My daughter," went on the charming voice, 
"who is nursing in France, wrote that letter to me. 
I hâve made every inquiry — it is a curions case. 
The mother ran away with a very rich man, and 
went, it appears, to South America. A very nîce 
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woman cared for the chîldren — but she îs no 
longer able to do ît — she is Ul. There are three 
chîldren — " 

Up rose Joanna at the end of the table. "I wîll 
take three/' she said, just as years before she had 
saîd, " I will take six." 

The handsome woman held up her hand, enjoin- 
îng silence: "Their names are — John, Joanna — 
and—" 

There was a pause, The lîttle figure în black at 
the end of the table had " faînted," some one said. ' 

"Not at ail," saîd Mrs. Blent; "I can explaîn." 



THE END 
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